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Dutcheſs of AMentagee: 


IO Her Gxacst the 


On, 


2 HIS Tragedy, Which I do my- 
If. ſelf the Honour to dedicate to 
I; Your GRACE, is fomr*d upon 
<2 > an Original, which paſſes for 
the moſt finiſhed Piece in this 

kind of Writing, that has ever been pro- 
duc'd in the French ＋ as The prin- 
cipal Action and main Piſtreſs of the Play 
is of ſuch a Nature, as ſeems more im- 
mediately to claim the 3 of a 
Lady: And, when I conlider the great 
and ſhining Characters of Antiquity, that 
are celebrated in it, I am naturally direct- 
ed to inſcribeit to a i Petſon, whoſe illuſtri- 
ous Father has by a long Series of Glori- 
ous Actions, (for the Service of his Coun- 
try, and in Defence of the Liberties of 
Europe) not only ſurpaſſed the Generals 
of his own Time, but equalled the 
greateſt Heroes of former Ages. The 
Name of Hefor could not be more ter- 
As rible 


— — — — 0 —— ——— -E6ö — 
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rible to the Greekg, than that of the 
| Duke of Marlboronrh has been to the 
3 French. a cy 

The refin'd Tafte You are known to 4 
have in all Entertainments for the Diver- 
ſion of the Publick, and the peculiar Life 
and Oruament Vour Preſence gives to all ! 
Aſſemblics, was no ſmall Motive to deter- | 
mine me in the Choice of my Patroneſs. 
The Charms that ſhine cut in the Perſon 
of YourGrace, may c nvince every oue 
that there is nothing unnatural in the 
Power, Which is aſcribed to the Beauty 
of Andromache. | 

The ſtrict Regard I have had to Decen- 
cy and good Manners throughout this if 
Work is the greateſt Merit I pretend to # 
plead in Favour of my Preſumption ; and 6 
is, I am ſenſible, the only Argument, that 4 
can recommend it moſt effectually to your ; 
Protection. 4 
I am with the greateſt Reſpe&, 


Mapam, 


Aa... 


Tour Grxace's moſt Humbls 
and moſt Obedient Servant, 


AM B. PHILIPS, 
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PREFACE. 


Roe all the Works of Genius and In- 

IF vention, whether in Verſe or Proſe, 
there are in general but three Man- 
ners of Style ; the one ſublime, and 
full of Majeſty; the other ſimple, 

* natural, and eaſy; and the third, 
ſwelling, forc'd, and unnatural. An injudicious Af- 
fectation and Sublimity is what has betray'd a great 
many Authors into the latter ? not confidering that 
real Greatneſs in Writing, as well as in Manners, 


— — 1 * 7 


2 conſiſts in an unaffected Simplicity, The true Sub- 


lime does not lie in ſtrained Metaphors and the 
Pomp of Words; but riſes out of noble Sentiments 
and ſtrong Images of Nature; which will always 
appear the more conſpicuous, when the Language 
does not ſwell to hide and overſnadow them. 

Theſe are the Conſidertions that have induced 
me to write this Tragedy in a Style very different 


from what has been uſually practiſed amongſt us in 


Poems of this Nature. I have had the Advantage 
to copy after a very great Maſter, who ſe Writings 
are deſervedly admired in all Parts of Europe, and 
whoſe Excellences are too well known to the Men 
of Letters in this Nation, to ftand in need of any 
farther Diſcovery of them here: If I have been able 
to keep up to the Beauties of Monſieur Racine in 
my Attempt, and to do him no Prejudice in the Lis 
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e 
jes I have taken frequently to vary from ſo great 

Poet, I liall haveno Reaſon to be Uiflabiofied wich 

the Labour it has colt me to bring the compleateſt of his 

Works upon the Egli Stage. 

I call trouble my Reader no farther, than to give 
him ſome ſhort Hints relating to this Play from the 
Preface of the Fresch Author. The following Lines of 
Virgil mark out the Scene, the Action, aud the four 
principal Actore in this Tragedy, together wich their 
diſtinct Characters; excepting chat of Hermon, whoſe 
Rage and Jealouſy is ſufficiently painted out in the 
Andr omache of Euripides. 


Litterague Epiri legimus, portugne ſubimus 
: Chaonio, & celſam \Buthrot aſcendimus Urb 
Selemmes cum forts dapes, & triftia dnn | 
* Libabat cineri Andromache, Maneſqueyocabat - 
Hectoreumad tumulum, viridi quem ceſpite ianaem, 
Et geminas, caufam lacrymis, ſacrawerat Ara. 
Deyecit oultum, & demiſſã voce locuta : : 
OFelix una ante alias Priameia Virge, | 
" Heſtilem ad tumulum, Troje ſub manibus allis * 
Jula mori ! gue ſortitus non pertulit ullas, 3 
Nec Sictoris heri tetigit captive cubile. 
Not, Patrid incenſa, diverſa per &quera ve dae, 
Stirpes Achille faftus, Fuvenemgue ſnperbum 
Servitio enix tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus 
Ledæam Hermionen, L accdemonio/que hymen 205 ——= 
_ Aft illum ereptæ magno inflamatus amore 
Conjugis, & ſcelerum furiis agitatus Oreſtes, 
Excipit incautum patriaſque' obtruncai ad aras. 


Virg. n. lib, III. 
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The great Concern of Andromache, in the Gree ws 
Poet, - is for the Life of Mole us, a Son ſhe had by ; : 
Pyrrhus. ; 


| The P R E FACE. 3 
Pyrrbus, But it is more conformable to the — 


Notion we form of that Princeſs, at this great Diſtance 
of Time to repreſent her as the diſconfolate Widow of 
Hector, und to ſuppoſe her the Mother only of Afra 

na. Conſidered in this Light, no doubt, ſhe moves 

her Compaſſion much more effectually, than ſhe could 
be imagined to do in any Diftreſs for a Son by a Second 
A + . 


* In order to bring about this beautiful Incident, ſo 
neceſſary to heighten in Andromache the Character of a 
tender Mother, an affectionate Wife, and a Widow 
full of Veneration fot the Memory of her deceaſed 
Z Huiband; the Life of Afyanax is indeed a little 
= prolonged beyond the Term fixed to it by the general 
Conſent of antient Authofs. But ſo lang as there 
is nothing improbable in the Suppoſition, a judicious 
Critick will always be pleaſed when he finds a Matter 
of Fact (eſpecially ſo far removed into the dark and 
fabulous Ages) falfified, for the Embelliſhment of 4 
& whole Poem. Ege i 
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Written by Mr. STEELE. 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS 
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c Fancy of 72 is Jooſe and vain, 

The Wife by Rules that airy Poxver refrain - 
They think thoſe Writers mad, ho at their Ea 
Convey this Houje and Audience where they pleaſe : 
Who Nature's ftat:d Diſtances confound, 

And make this Spot all Soils the Sun goes round : * 
Tit nothing, when a "ou Scene ' in view, 1 
To ſkip ſrom Covent - Garc en 7 Peru. 

But Shakeſpeare's Se/f tranſgueſs'd; and Hall each Elf, | 
Each Pigmy Genius, quote gre«t Shakeipear's Self ! £ 
What Cri:ick dares preſcribe aubat's juft and fit, Y 
Or mark out Limits for ſuch boundlels Wit ! 2 
Shakeſpear could travel thro" Earth, Sea and, Air 
And paint out all the Powers and Wonders there, 
I barren Dejarts He males Nature jmil:, 

And gives us Feaffs in his Enchanted Iſle. 

Our Author does bis feeble Force confeſs, 
Nor dares pretend fuch Merit to tranſgreſs ; 
Does not ſuch ſbining Gifts of Genius ſhare, 
And therefore males Prepriety his Care. 
Your Treat with fiudy'd Decency be ſcroes: 


Rules of Time and Place + vfervei. . 
u Ruler of 7 N = 


. 


EL, 


2. PROLOGUE. 
105 1 1 bir Charadars intire,. 


71 Piece preſented in a Foreign Tongue, 


Nen France was Glorious, and ber Monarch Sang; 


A hundred times a crowded Audience drew ; 

A hundred times repeated, flilt "twwas new, 
Pyrrhus provek'd, to no wild Rants betray'd, 

Reſents his generom Love ſo ill repay d; 

Do-s like a Man reſent, a Prince upbraid. 


Hi Sentiments diſcloſe a Royal Mind, 


yy is he known 4 King from Guards behind. 
Ijur'd Hermione demands Relief; 
Hut not ſrom heavy Narraticves e Grief 


+ * — Maje 72 — her Pride is 1 ; 
Born, to avenge her Wrongs, but not bemoan. 
Androma Fi in our Author's Lines, 


ce 
As in the great Ou, ſbe ſhines, 


Nothing but frpm Barbarity ſhe fears. 
Attend with — u- — with Tears. 


French Correfncls and with-Britiſh Fire © 


a BP 


© Dramatis Perſon. 5 
N N. ö 


75 ons, the Son of Achilles, ad King of } | 
Epirus, in Love with Audramache, but-$ Mr. Booth, 
betrothed to Hermione. 
Phenix, Counſellor to Pyrrbus. Mr. ages. 


 Orefles, the Son of Agamrmmon, Ambal- 


ſador trom the Greeks to Pyrrhur, in. Mr, b 
Love with #trmione. 


Pylader, Friend to org, ſepatated” oy ou 
him in a Storm, driven on the c 
Coaſt of Epirus, aud detained by Mr. Milk, 


contrary Winds in Ha Court of 
Pyrrhus. © 


WOMEN. 


Andromache, Hedtor's Widow, Captive | 
to Fyrrbus, and Mother to 2 Mes e 
Cephiſa, Confidante to Amiromache. Mrs. Knight, 


Hermione, Daughter ta Man lam and | 
Helen, betrothed ta Babs. * Jun. Porters. 


. Cleone, Confidante to Hermione... Mrs Cox, 


3 Artendants to Pyrrhas and Oteſtes, c. 


- The SCENE a great Hall in the Court of 
Pyrrhus at Rana the Capital City 
of Epirus, 
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Euter Oreſtes and Pylades. 


OR ESTE. 


Pylades What's Life with out a Friend? 
At Sight of thee my gloomy Soul cheats 


up; 
My Hopes revive, and Gladneſs da eng 
within me. | 
& After an Abſence of fix tedious Moons, 
. How.cou'd.I hope to find my Pylades, 
My Joy my comfort! on this fatal Shore } 
Even in the Court of Pyrrbus? in theſe Realms, 
Theſe hated Realms, ſo crois to all my Wiſhes: 
Oh, my: brave Friend may no blind Stroke of Fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myſelf. ; 
P37. O Prince! O my Ort! O my Friend! 
Thus let me ſpeak the Welcome of my Heart. ¶ Enbracing. 
Since I have gain'd this unexpected Meeting. 
Bleſt be the Powers who barr d my Way to Greece, 
And kept me here! e er ſince the unhappy Day, 
When warring Winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder*d our Barks on * loud, ſtormy Main. 


. * 
* 
. 


14 The Diff Mahi 
@ref. It was, indeed, 4 Morning Full of Horror! Þ of 
P,/. A thouſand heding Cares have rack?d my Soul — w. 


In your behalf, Often, with Tears, I mourn'd = To 
The fatal [lls, in which your Life's involy'd ; . 
And gradg'd you Dangers, which I could not ſhare.” 45 ] 
I fear'd, to what Extreams the black Deſpair, WI 
That prey'd upon your Mind, might have betray*d you; Of 
And leſt the Gods in pity to your Woes. 1 


Should hear your Pray'rs, and take the Life you loath'd 
But now with Joy | ſee o —— The Retinue 
And numerous FoHowers, that ſurround you here, 
Speak better Fortunes, and a Mind dilpos d 

To reliſh Life. 

Oreſt. Alaſs! my Friend, who know 

The Deſtitiy, to Which I and reſerv . 
come in ſearch of an inhuman Fair; 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my Fate. 

_ PyZ. You much ſurprife me, Prince — I thought 

you cur'd | 

Of your unpity'd, unſucceſsful Paſſion. 
Why in Epirus, ſhould you hope to find 

Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta? 

I thought her Pride, and the diſdainful manner, 

In which fhe-treated all your conftant Sufferings, 
Had broke your Fetters, and aſſur'd your - Freedom; 
Aſham'd of your Repulte, and ſlighted Vows, 
You hated her; you talk'd of her no more · 

Psince, you deceived me. 

Orc. I deceiv'd myſelf, 

Do not upbraid th*unhappy Man, that loves thee. 
Thou know'ft, I never hid my Paſſion from thee; 
Thou ſaw'it it in its Birth, and in its Progreſs. 
And when at laſt the hoary King her Father, 
Great Mane/as, gave away his Daughter, 

His loyely Daughter, to this happy Pyrrhus, 

Th' Avenger of his Wrongs ; thou ſaw'ſt my. Grief, 
My Torture, my Deſpair ! and how I dragg'd, 
From Sea to Sea, a heavy Chain of Woes. | 
O Pylades . my, Heart has bled within me,, 
To bee che, preſt with Sorry not thy own, | 
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\ The Diſftreſt Aol fer. >, IF 
Stil wandring with me, like a baniſh*d Man! 


n 


P 4 


Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched Friend, 
To temper the wild N of my Mind, 

2 And ſave me from my: ſelf. ; 
= Py. Why thus unkind? 

Why will you envy me the pleaſing Taſks 
Of generous Love and ſympathizing Friendſhip? 

* Oreft, Thou Miracle of ruth But hear me on 
When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrous, Fate ; 
I thought, how the Divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my Vows, regardleſs of my Plaints, 
- Give up her ſelf in all her Charms, to Pyrrbus; 

Thou may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her Name, 
Strove to forget her, and repay her Scorn. 

> I made my Friends, and even my-ſelf, believe 

My Soul was freed. Alas! I did not ſee, 

That all the Malice of my Heart was Love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a Captive ſtill, 

In Greece I landed: And in Greece I found 

The aſſembled Prinees all alarm'd with Fears, 
In which their common Safety ſeem'd concern'd. 

N F J join?d them: For I hoped that War and Glory 
Might fill my Mind and take up all my Thoughts: 
And, that my ſhatter'd Soul, impair'd with Grief, 

Once more would reaſſume its wonted V igour, 
And ev'ry idle Paifon quit my Breaſt. 

| 1 Py. The Thought was worthy Agamemnon's Son. 
* Oreſ. But ſee the ſttrange Perverſeneſs of my Stars, 
Which throws me on the Rock I ſtrove to ſhun ? 

The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Greece, 
With one united Voice, complain of Pyrrhus; 
That now, forgetful of the Promiſe given, 


And mindleſs of his Godlike Father's Fate, 
_ © Aflyanax he nurſes in his Court; 
 Aftyanax, the Young, ſurviving Hope 
Of ruin'd Troy; Aftyanax, deicended 
From a long Race of Kings; great He&or's Son: 
Fu. A Name ſtil idreadful in the Ears of G, eece ] 5 
But, Prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder. why the Child 
Li es thus protected in the Court of P, rr/zsz © 
13 e When 


The injur'd Menel/aus, thinks alread 


— 


x6 The Diflreft Mother. 

When you ſhall hear, the bright Andromache, 

His lovely Captive, 3 from his Pur poſe: 

The Mother's Beauty guards the helpleſs Son. ; 
. Your Tale confirms what 1 have heard; and 

* hence 

Spring all my Hopes. Since my proud Rival wooes 

Another Partner to his Throne and Bed, 

Hermione may ſtill be mine. Her Father, 


His Daughter lighted, and ch intended Nuptials 
Too long delay d. I heard his loud Complaints 
With ſecret Pleaſure; and was glad to find 

Th' ungrateful Maid neglected in her Turn, ; 
And. all my Wrongs aveng'd in her Diſgrace. = 


Py/. Oh, may you keep your juſt Reſentments warm! Br 
Oreft, Reſentments | Oh my Friend,too ſoon I found: " 
They grew not out of Hatred! I am betray'd: e 
I practiſe on my-ſelf ; and fondly Plot Bo 
My own Undoing. Goaded on by Love, # 
I canvaſs'd all the S uffrages of Greece; : 
And here F come their ſworn Ambaſſador, | 
To ſpeak their Jealoufies, and claim this Boy. Ar 
Py . Pyrrbus will treat your Embaſly with Scorn, 7 Y 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted Sire ; : P :. 
Pyrrbis is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce ; | * PC 
Made up of Paſſions : Will he then be ſway'd; = 
And give to Death the Son of her he loves ?- F Tec 
Ore/t. Oh, would he render up Hermione, dd 
And keep AH yanax, I ſhould be blefi: Ar 
He muſt; he ſhall: Hermione is wy Life, 23 T1 


My Soul, my Rapture ! PN no longer curb 3 Py; 


The ſtrong Deſire, that hurries me to Madneſs : q Te 
T'll give a Looſe to Love ;. I'll bear her hence; "4g W 
Ill tear ker from his Arms; lI-—O, ye God!? Bu 
Give me Hermione ; or let me die⁊vͤ 1 
But tell me, Pylades; how ſtand my Hopes ? G. 
Is Pyrrbus ſtill enamour'd with her Charms? j H. 
Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the Prize, Hi 


The dear, dear Prize, which he has raviſh'd from me? a 4. 
Py7. 1 dare not flatter your fond Hopes fo fur; _ 1 * 


0 3 "wg | 


l — * 7 


De Diſtreſ Mother. 17 
Phe King, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princels,. ” 
# Tarns all his Paſſion to Androma che, 
HFectorꝰs affficted Widow. But in vain, 
Wich interwoven Love and Rage, he ſues 
nd he charming Captive, obſtinately cruel. 
Oft healarms her for her Child, confin'd 
; Apart; and, when her Tears begin to flow, 
As ſoon he ſtops them, and recals his Threats, 
* Hermione a thouland times has ſeen 
His ill-requited Vows return to her; 
And takes his Indignation all for Love. 
| What can be gather d from a Man ſo various? 
He may, ia the Diſorder of his Soul, 
Wed her, he hates; and puniſh her, he loves. 
Oreſt. But tell me, how the wrong' d Hermione 
n' ; Brooks her ſlow Nuptials, and diſhonour'd Charms? 
ad /. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn. 
' _ZHer wayering Lover, and difdain his Palſhood ; 
But, ſpite of all her Pride, and conſcious Beauty, 
She mourns in Secret her neglected Charms; 
And ofc has made me privy to her Tears: 
Still threatens to be gone ; yet ſtill the ſtays; 
And ſometimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreſfer. 
47 Ore. Al, were thoſe Wiſhes from her Heart, my 
+ © Friend, eb | 
© Pd fly in Tranſpart ——— [Phourifh within, 
P! Hear!———The King approaches 
To give you Audience. Speak your Embaſſy 
Without Reſerve: Urge the Demands of Greece 
And in the Name of all her Kings require, 
That He&or's Son be given into your Hands. 
> Pyrrhus, inſtead bf granting what they aſk, 
Io ſpeed his Love, and with the Trojan Dame, 
Will make it Merit to preſerve her Son. | 
But, ſee ; he comes 
 Orefi, Mean while, my Py Iades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her Lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
- Hunſelf in all his Sorrows at her Feet, 


* 
— 
ay * 

„ 
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n SCENE 
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Sagas 


1 The Diftreft Mat her. 


= cr 

SCENE- II. 4) 
Oreſtes, Pyrrhus, and Phoenix. * 

Oref, 1 I ſpeak the Meſſage of the Greeks 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the. Title | 

Of their Ambaſſador ; ſince I behold _ 

Troy*s Vanquiſher, and great Achilles” Son. 

Nor does the Son riſe ſhort of ſuch a Father: 

If Hector ſell by him, Trey fell by you. 

But* what your Father never wou!d have done, 

You do, You cheriſh the Remains of Troy; 

And, by anill-timed Pity keep alive 

The dying Embers of a Ten-years War. 

Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Heer ? 

The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd Sword, | 

That fill'd their States with Widows and with Orphans z - 

For which they call for Vengeance on his Son. 

Who * what he may one Day prove? Who 

ows 
But he may brave us in our Ports; and, fill'd 


, 
** 
* 
. 
o 


With He&or's Fury, ſet our Fleets on blaze ? . 
You may, yourſelf, live to repent your Mercy. N 
Comply, then, with the Grecian: juſt Demands: wv 
Satiate their Vengeance, and preſerve yourſelf. Pl 
. Pyr. The Greek: are for my Safety more concern d 4, 
Than I defire, I thought your Kings were met A. 
On more important Council. When L heard NM 
The Name of their Ambaſſador, 1 J NI 
Some glorious Enterprize was taking Birth. 4 
Is Agamemnon's Son diſpatch'n for this ? IF 
And do the Grecian Chiefs, renown*d in War, = Fo 
| A Race of Heroes, join in cloſe Debate, NV 
Jo plot an Tafant*s Death? What Right has Greeeh I 
To aſk his Life? Muſt I, Maſt I alone, " V+ 
Of all her ſcepter d Warriors, be deny'd 1 
To treat my Captive as I pleaſe ? Know, Prince, V 
When Troy r on the Ground, and each 7] 
Proud Victor ſhar'd the Harveſt of the War; 41 
D 


Audromac be and this her Son were mine; 


=" ä WB” | * 3 uy . 
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ne i The Difireſt Mother. 19 
2 Pere mine by Lot: And who ſhallwreſt them from me ? 
ils bore away old Priam's Queen; 
*T:/andra was your own great Father's Prize: 
reckss "Did 1 concern my ſelf in what they won? 
Pil ſend Embaſſis to claim their Captives ? 
2X Oreft. But, Sir, we fear, for you and for our ſelves: 
Foy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Riſe in A/tyanax. Then think betimes 
Pyr. Let daſtard Souls be timorouſly wile : 
ut tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
ar- ſancy d Ills, and Dangers out of ſight. 
Oreſt. Sir, call to mind the unrivall'd Strength of Trey; 
er Walls, her Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſs; 
Her Kings, ber Heroes, and embattel'd Armies ! 
Pyr. I call them all to mind; and ſee them all 
Conſus'd in Duſt ;_ all mixt in one wide Ruin; 
All bat a Child, and he in Bondage held. 
What Vergeance can we fear from ſuch a Troy > * 
It they havt ſworn to extingurſh Hector's Race, 
Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deferr'd ? 
e was he no: in Priam's Boſom ſlain? 
He ſhould have falPn among the ſlaughter'd Heaps, 
I helm'd under Trey. His Death had then been juſt, 
When Age and Infancy, alike in vain, 
1d Pleaded their Weakneſs; When the Heat of Conqueſt, 
And Horrors of the Sight, rouz'd all our Rage, 
And blindly hurry*d us thro* Scenes of Death. 
My fury then was without Bounds : But now, 
My Wrath appeas'd, muſt I be cruel ill ? 
And, deaf to all the tender Calls of Pity, 
Like a cool Murderer, bathe my Hands in Blood? 
An Infants Blood ?—No, Prince—Go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out ſome other Victim ; my Revenge 
ee Has had its Fill, What has eſcap'd from Trey 
> Shall not be ſav'd to pariſh in Epirus. 
Dre. I need not tell you, Sir, Afyanax 
Was doom'd to Death in Troy ; nor mention how 
The crafty Mother ſav'd ler darling Son. 
Tue Greeis do now but urge their former Sentence: 
771 4 Nar ist the Boy, but Hector they purſue ; 
| The 
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20 IS, The Diftreſt Mother.” : 
The Father draws their Vengeance on the Son: 
The Father, who ſo oft in Grecian Blood 1 
Has drench'd his Sword: The Father, whom the Greekse 4 
May eek even here. Prevent them, Sir, in time. * Dr 
Pyr. No! let them come; ſince I was born to wage Ar 
Eternal Wars, Let them now turn their Arms 8 
On him, who con quer*d for them: Let them come, 
; 
Es 
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And in Epirus ſeek another Troy. 
*T'was thus they recompens'd my God like Sire; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, Prince, remember, 
Their black Ingratitude then coſt them dear. 
Oreft, Shall Greece then find a Rebel Son in Pyrrbus ? 'y 
Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreft. Hermione will ſway your Soul to Peace, = 7 
And mediate 't wixt her Father and your-ſelf ; 8 
4 
| 
1 
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11 


Her Beauty will enforce my Embaſſy. 
Pyr. Hermione may have her Charms; and 1 
May love her ftill, tho' not her Fatker's Slave. 
J may in time give Proofs, that 1 am a Lover; 
But never mult forget, that 1 am a King. 
Mean while, Sir, you may ſee fair Helen's Daughter; 
] know how near in Blood you ſtand allay'd.. 
That done, you have my Anſwer, Prince. The Greeks © 
No doubt expect your quick Return. 


OOIT INE ETD UHPSSZETCENDE ! BT 
SCENE Ill. 


« Pyrrhus and Fliœnix. 


Phan. 8 I R, do you ſend your Rival to the Prin- 
ceſs ? 

Pyr. I am told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phe, If fo, | 2 
Have you not Cauſe to fear the ſmother'd Flame * 
May kindle at her Sight, and blaze anew, 

And ſhe be wrought to liften to his Paſſion? 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Phenix, let them love their Fill? | 
Let them go hence ; let them depart together; 


Together let them ſail for Sparta: All my Ports [4 
Are open to them both, From what Conſtraint, * 
£5 a Debs What * Bf 
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A Andromache appears. 
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? What ickſome Thoughts ſhould I be then relier'd'! 


Phe, But Sir 
Pyr. I ſhall another time, good Phenix, 
| Unbofom to thee all my Phoughts, For, ſee, 


SCENE IV. 

Pyrrhus, Andromache, and Cephiſa: 
2 M AY I, Madam, 
| Flatter my Hopes ſo far, as to believe 
” You come to ſeek me here? 


Ad. This Way, Sir leads 


Jo thoſe Apartments, where you guard my Son. 


Since you permit me, once a Day, to viſit 
- All have left of Hecter, and of Trey 


4 190. weep a few ſad Moments with him, 


v9 
* 
- 


e not yet, to Day, embrac'd my Childs 
J have not held him in my widow'd Arms. 
Pyr. Ah, bn} ſhould the Threats of Greece 
prevai 
You'll have Occaſion for your Tears, indeed 
Andr. Alas! what Threats? What can alarm the 


Gresks ? 


; 7 
© "0 There are no Trojan: left! 


Pyr. Their Hate to Hector 


4 Can never die: The Terror of his Name 
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Still ſhakes their Souls, and makes them dread his Som, 
Andr, A mighty Honour for victorious Greece 
To fear an Infant, a poor, friendleſs Child! 
Who ſmiles in Bondage ; nor yet knows himſelf 
by Son of Hector, and the Slave of Pyrrbus. . 
Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his a.» 
And fad end no leſs than Agam?mnon's Son, 
To feteh him bence. 
Andr. And, Sir, do you comply - 
With ſuch Demands This Blow is aim'd at me: 
How ſhould the Child avenge his ſlaughter d Sire ? 
But, cruel Men! they 0 not have dm five 


* 
a. 
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To chear my heavy Heart, and eaſe my Bonds. 

I promis'd to my ſelf in him a Son, 

In him a Friend, a Huſband, and a Father. 

But I muſt ſuffer Sorrow heap'd on Sorrow; 

And ſtill the fatal Stroke muſt come from yo. N 

| 7 Dry up thoſe. Tears: I muſt not {ee you weep : 

And know, I have rejected their Demands, + 5 

The Greeks already threaten me with War: 

But, ſhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 

And hide the Aariatict with their Fleets; 

Should they prepare a ſecond Ten- years Siege, 

And lay my Towers and Palaces in Duſt; 

I am determin*d to defend your Son; | 

And rather die my-ſelf than give him up. 

But, Madam, in the midſt of alltheſe Dangers, 

Will you refuſe me a propitious Smile ? | 

Hated of (7reece, and preſt on ev*ry fide, 

Let me not, Madam, while 1 fight your Cauſe, 

Let me not combat with your Cruelties ; 

And count Andromache amongſt my Foes. / 

©  Andr,” Conſider, Sir, how this will ſound in Greece ? 

How can ſo great a Soul beiray ſuch Weakneſs ? 

Let not Men ſay, {6 generous a Deſign 

Was bur the Tranſport of a Heart in Love. 

Pyr. Your Charms will juſtify me to the World, 
Andr. How can Andromache, a Captive Queen, 

O®erwhelm'd with Grief, a Burden to her elt, Wy 

Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! What Charms * 

Have theſe unhappy Eyes, by you condemn'd ; 43 
weep for ever Talk of it no more 19 

To reverence the Misfortunes of a Foe; 

To ſuccour the Diſtreſt; to give the Son 

To an afflicted Mother; to repel 

Confederate Nations, leagued againſt his Life; 4 

Unbribed by Love, unterrify'd by Threats, A WW 

To pity, to protect him: T heſe are Cares, * 

Theſe are Exploits worthy Achilles“ Son. ö 

Pyr. Will your Reſentments, then, endure for ever ? 

Muſt Pyrrhas never be forgiven ? "Tis true, 

My Sword has often reek'd in Phrygian Blood. S 
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And carry'd Havock through your Royal Kindred © * 


But, you, fair Princeſs, *amply have avenged ; 


Old Priam's vanquiſh'd Houſe : And alf the Woes, © 


I brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer, 
We both have ſuffer'd in our Turns : And now 
Our common Foes ſhould teach us to unite. 


Andr. Where does the Captive not behold-a Foe? 
Pyr. Forget that Term of Hatred ; and behold 


* A Friend in Pyrbus ! Give me but to hope, 


* * 
T> 
: 
* 


I'll free your Son; l' be a Father to him: 


Muſelf will teach him to avenge the Trejans. 


I' goin Perſon to chaſtize the Greeks, 


Both for your Wrongs and mine. Inſpired by yon, 


* 
— 
* 
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Her Seat of Empire; and your Son ſha!l reign. 
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What wou'd I not at chieve? Again ſhall Trey 
Riſe from its Aſhes : This Right Arm ſhall fx 


Andr. Such Dreams of Greatneſs ſuit not my Con- 
: dition; #4 
His Hopes of Empire periſh'd with his Father. 
No; thou imperial City, ancie nt Troy, 
Thou Pride of Aſia, founded by the Gods; 
Never, oh never! mult we hope to ſee 


** Thoſe Bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard! 


Sir, all I wiſh for,is ſome quiet Exile ; 
Where far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 
Imay conceal my Son, and mourn my Huſband. 
Your Love creates me Envy. Oh, return! 
Return to your betroth'd Hermione. | 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus ? you know, Icannot, 
You know my Heart is yours: My Soul hangs on you; 


| You take up every Wiſh: My waking Thoughts, 


And nightly Dreams are all employ'd on you. 


- ?Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 


x 


My Throne and Bed; and would with Tranſport bear 


The Vows; which you neglect. 


Andro, She has no Troy, 


No He#or to lament: She has not loſt 


* 
* 


A Huſband by your Conqueſts: Such a Huſband! 

(Tormenting Thought) whoſe Death alone has made 

Your Sire immortal: Pyrrkus and Achilles, 
. .C 3 Are 
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24 Ne Diſtreſ Mother. þ. 
Are both grown great by my Calamities. F 
Pyr. Madam, tis well! Tis very well! I find, 1 
Your Will muſt be obey' d: Imperious Captive, 4 
I ſhall. Henceſorth I blot you from my Mind: 
You teach me to forget your Charms ; to hate you. 
For know, inhaman- Beauty, I have lov'd 
Too well to treat you with Indifference. 
Think well upon it: My diforder'd Soul 
Wavers between th' Extremities of Love and Rage, 
I've been too tame ; I will awake to Vengeance.! 
'The Son ſhall anſwer for the Mother's Scorn. = CG 
The Greeks demand him: Nor will I endanger N 
My Realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful Woman. . 
Andr. Then he muſt die ! p. of my Son mult die! 4 
He has no. Friend, no-Succour left, beſide 10 
His Mother's Tears, and his own Innocence. 11 
Pyr. Go, Madam ; viſit this py Son. 9 ( 
f 


The Sight of him may bend your ſtubborn Heart; 
And turn to Softneſs your unjuſt Diſdain. 

I ſhall once more expect your Anſwer. Go; 

And think while you embrace the Captive Boy, 
Think, that his Life depends on your Reſolves. 


1 
- * 
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SCENE v. 1 
Andromache and Cephiſa. J 

0 Wa oy — 98 So Life 


Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive, 
Tis for his ſake, that I have ſuffer'd Liſe; 


SGroan'd in Captivity; and out liv'd Hector. 


Ve, my 4/tyanax ; we'll go together ! 
3 to the Realms of Night we'll go! p | 
There to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sire I'II ſhow, 

And. point him out among the Shades below. 4 
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A. CF II. SCENE * 
Hermione and Cleone. 
HE RM IO N E. 


Z ELL, ru be raPd, Clone. Twill ſee him. 
5 1 have toldPy/ades, that he may bring him, 
\ But truſt me, were I left to my own 
Thoughts; 
VI ſhould forbid him yet. 
f YI! Che. And why forbid him? 
1 he not, Madam, till the ſame Oreſtes? 
Oreſtes, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The Man, whoſe Sufferings you fo oft lamented, 
' And often prais'd his conſtancy and Love? 
Her. That Love, that Conſtaucy, fo ill requited,- 
Upbraidsme to myſelf: I bluſh, to think 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his Preſence. 
What will be my Confuſion, when he ſees me 
*# > Neglected, and forſaken, like himſelf? 
Wi. ill he not fay, is this the ſcornful Maid, . 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In Sparta's Court, and triumph'd in her Charms? 
Her Inſolence ar laſt is well re paid, 
1] cannot bear the Thought. 
Cle. You wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming Fears. He knows too well _ 
Four Beauty and your Worth. Your Lover ne 
Life To offer Inſults; but repeat his Vows, | 
And breathe his ardent Paſſion at your Feet. \ 411 
But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's Will ? 
| What Orders do your Letters bring from Sparta 
y Her. His Orders are, if Pyrrbus ſtill _ 
The Nuptials, and refuſe to ſacrifice 
This Trojex Boy; 1 mould with ſpeed embark, 
And with ibeir Embaſſy return to S 
Cs. What would you wore? riet comes in time 
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| 26 The - Diflref# Mot ber. 
| o ſave your Honour Pyrrts cools apace e 
| Prevent N ade and ſorſake him. firſt, 
I know you hate him: You have told me ſo. 2 A 
| Her. Hate him? My injur'd Honour bidsme hate hin; 
The ungrateful Man! to whom I fondly gave | 
My Virgin Heart; the Man IL lov'd-1o dearly ; 
The Man, I doated on! Oh, my Clone! | 
How is-it poſſible- I ſhould not hate him? Lf 

Cle. Then give him over, Madam. Quit his Court: 
And with Oreftes 

Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my Rage! To meditate 
A Parting, full of Horror! My Revenge 
Will be too much quickea*d by the Traitor. 

Cle. Do-youthen wait new inſults, new Affronts ?: 
To draw you from-your Father! Then to leave you! 
| In his own Court to leave you for a Captive : | 
| If Pyyrbus can provoke you, he has done it. . 

Her. Why doſt thou heighten my Diſtreſs? I fear 
To h out my own Thoughts, and ſound my Heart. 
Be blind to what thou ſeeſt: Believe me cured : 
Flatter my Weakneſs ;. tell me I have conquer'd;. 
Tbink, that my injur'd Soul is ſet againſt him ; 
And do thy beſt to make me t Hink ſo too. 

Cle. Why would you loiter here then? 

Her. Let us fly 
Let as be gone ! I leave him to his Captive 
1 Let him go kneel. and ſapplicate his Slave. 

Il _ us * ne n if 8 > 

| t, if the perjur*d Prince again ſubmi 
3 And ſue for Pardon ? What, if he —_ 1 

| His former Vows ?-——But, ah the faithleſs Man 4 
He flights me! drives me to Extremities However, 
ll flay, Cleone, to perplex their Loves: * 

I' ftay, till, by an open Breach of Contract, 

mak e him hateful to the Greets, Already. 

'Ekeie, Vengeance have I dra wn upon the Son: 
 Fliiy ſecond Embaſſy ſhall clai n the Mother: 

I with. redouble all my Griefs upon her ! you ? 

Gs. Ah, Madam, whither does your Rage ** 7 
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9 © frdromache, alas,. is Innocent ! 
A Woman'plung'd in Sorrow); dead to Toma | 
And, when the thinks of Pyrrhus tis with Horror. 
* Her. Would I had done ſo too '—He had not, then; 
Betray d my eaſy Faith. But I alas 
Diſcover d all the Fondneſs of my Soul ;; 
I made no Secret of my Paſſion to him: 
| Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere. 
ourt; | My Eyes, my Tongue, my Actions ſpoke my Heart. 
Cie. Well might you ſpeak, without Reſerve, to one 
Engag' d to you by ſolemn Oaths and Treaties. 
i Her. His ardour too was an Excuſe to mine: 
=> With other Eyes he ſaw me then !——C/ore. 
TDhou may ſt remember, every. thing confpir*d- 
% To favourhim: My Father's Wrongs aveng'd g. 


a! The Greeks triumphant ; Fleets of Trojan * a 
= His mighty Sire's, his own Immortal Fame; 
ray His eager Love ;——AY, all conſpir'd "apainft me. 


Oreſtes wants not Merit: And he loves me. 
My Gratitude,. my Honour, both plead for him: 
And if I've Power o'er my own Heart, tis his. 

7 Cle. Madam, he come 


— 3 hut I have done — think no more of Pyrrbus. 


” Her, Alas did not think 
He was ſo near !——1 wiſh-[ might not ſee him? 


SCENE H. 
| Hermione,. Cleone,. and Oreftes. 


4} Wye: am I to interpret, Sir, this Viſit ? 
en ls it a Compliment of Form, or Love ? 
54 Oreſt. Madam, you know my Weakneſs. *Tis my Fate 
+ To love, unpity'd: To deſire to ſee you; 
And ſtill to ſwear each. time ſhall be the laſt. 
My Paſſion breaks through my repeated Oaths 3 
And every time | viſit you, I 'm perjur'd. 
ou? Ken now, I find my. Wounds all bleed afreſh : 
port l bluſh to own it ; but I know no Cure. 
Ars - % | J call 
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Am 1 Orr tes £ 


T call the Gods to witneſs, I have try'd 
Whatever Man could do, (but try'd in vain) ' 
To wear you from my Mind. Through ſtormy Seas, 
And ſavage Climes, in a whole Year of Abſence, . 
I courted Dangers, and I longed for Death. 
Her. Why will you, Prince, indulge this mournful Tale? 
Tt ill becomes the Ambaſſador of Greece 
To talk of Dying and of Love. Remember 
The Kings you repreſent : Shall their Revenge 
Be di{appointed by your ill-tim'd Paflion ? 
Diſcharge your Embaſſy: Tis not Ore/tes 
The Greeks deſire ſhould die. 
Oreft. My Embaſſy 
Ts at an Bud : For ART has refuſ'd 


To give up Hector's Son. Some hidden Power — 
Protects the Boy. L. 
Her. Faithlefs ungrateful Mant | Lcd, f D 
Oreſt. I now prepare for Greece. But, ere 1 go, 8 
Wou'd hear my final Doom p:onounc'd by. you. 1 
What do I ſay ?—l do already hear it ! 4 1 
My Doom is fixt: I read it in your Eyes. Al 
” Her. Will you then (till deſpair ? Be ſtill ſuſpicious? 
What have I done Wherein have I been cruek 
Tis true, you find me in the Court of Pyrrhus : ; 4 
But, *zwas my Royal Father ſent me hither. —_ 2. 


And who can tell“ but I have ſhar'd your Griefs ? 

Have l ne'er wept in ſecret? Never wiſh'd 4 

To ſee Orftes ? ; 1 | 
Oreſt. Wiſh'd to ſee Ore/tes 7 s 

Oh Joy, Oh Ecſtacy! My Soul's intranc's ! „ 

Oh charming Princeſs ! Oh tranſcendent Maid!) 

My atmoſt wiſh ' Thus, thus let me expreſs 

My boundleſs Thanks I never was. uthappy—2 


* 


Her. You are Oreftes : : 


The fame unalter'd, generous, faithful Lows 5 ©. 
The Prince, whom 1 eſteem > whom 1 lament ; - - 
And whom | fain would teach my Hear: to love! 1 

Ore. Ay, there it is !——1 have but your Eftgem'y 14 
White Pyrrbus has your Heart 3 
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Ber. Believe me, Prince, 
Were you as Pyrybus, L ſhould hate you. 
? 9 Oreft. No! 
eas; I ſhould be bleſt! Iſhou!d be lov'd as he is 
Fet all this white I die by your Diſdain; 
hile he neglects your Charms and courts another, 
ale? 3 Her. And who has told you, Prince, that I'm neg- 
| lected? 
THas Pyrrbus faid—— (Oh, I ſhall grow diſtracted !) 
Has Pyrrbus told'you ſo F——Or is it pou, 
Who think thus meanly of me TIN perhaps, 
All do not judge like oa. 
: Oreft. Madam, go on! 
© Inſult me ſtiil: I'm usꝰd to bear your Scorn. 
Her. Why am told how Pprebas loves or hates? 
Go, Prince, and arm the Greeks againk the Rebel 3 
Let them lay waſte his Country; raze his Tons; 
ide, Deſtroy his Fleets ; his Palaces ;---H mſelf ! 
* So, Prince; and tell me then how much I love him, 
8 Oref. To haſten his Diſtruction, come your-ſelf ; 
And work your Royal Father to his Ruin. 
” Her, Mean while he weds Andromache ! 
16-2 Ortes. Ah, Princeſs ! 
What ist 1 hear Þ 
f : Her. What Tnfamy for Greece, 
If he ſhould wed a Pbrigian, and a Captive ! 
Oreſt. Is this your Hatred, Madam ?—*Tis in vain 
To hide your Paſſion; every tking betrays it: 
Your LOW. your Speech, your Anger, nay your Sh 
ence: z | 
| Your Love appears in All; your ſecret Flame 
Breaks out the more, the more vou would conceal it. 
Her. Your Jealouſy perverts my Meaning ſtill, 
And wreſts each Circumſtance to your Diſquiet 3. 
My very Hate is conſtrued into Fondneſs. 
> Oreft. Impute my Fears, if groundleſs, to my Love. 
Her. Then hear me, Prince. Obedience to a Father 
© Firſt brought me hither ;- and the ſame Obedience 
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Detains me here, till Pyrr bus drive me hence; 
DO mu offended Father ſhall recal me. eu 


LY 


(9 The Direſt Mott er. 

Fell this proud King, that M-nelaus ſcor ns 
To match his Daughter with a Foe of Greece 2 
Bid him refign Afanax, or me. | 
If he perſiſt to guard the hoſtile Boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 


DECREE EDN IR 
SCENE III. 0 


| Oreſtes, a lone. | 15 

T E N is Orefcs bleſt ! My Griefs are fled ! | 

Fled like a Dream — Methinks I tread in Air! 
Pyrrbus, enamour'd of his Captive Queen,. 
Will thank me, if take her Rival hence: 
He looks not on tte Princeſs with my Eyes! 
Surpriting Happineſs '——unlook'd-for Joy! _ 
Never let Love deſpair !--- The Prize is mine ! 
Be ſmooth, ye Seas ; and, ye propitious Winds, 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan Coaſts ! 
J long to view the Sails unfuri*d But ſee! 
Pyrrhus approaches in a happy Hour. 


$9939905529205002'202000 | 
SCENE IV. P. 
Oreſtes, Pyrrhus, and Phoenix, YH 


Pyr, | AGE in Pain to find you, Prince, My warni SB 
5 Ungovern'd Temper would not let me weigh 1 N 
The Importance of your Embaſſy; and hear V 
You argue for my Good.— I was to blame. 2 
I ſince have poiſed your Rea ſons: And I thank. 
My good Allies: Their Care deſerves my Thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the Weal of Greece, 
My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe 
Demand, that He&or's Race ſhould be deſtroy' d. | 
I ſhall deliver up Aſtyanax; : va 
And you, your- ſelf, ſnall bear the Victim hence. 
i 1 Ort. 


* 
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2 Oreſt. It you approve it, Sir, and are content 
To ſpill the Blood of the defenceleſs Child; 
he offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the Knot of our Alliance, 
J have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 
Fou come in time to grace our Nuptial Rites : 
- you the Kings of Greece will all be preſent ; 
5 Ind you have Right to perſonate her Father, 
As his Ambaſſador, and Brother's Son. 
o, Prince, renew your viſit ; tell Hermione, 
To -morrow I receive her from your Hands. 
Orc. [Afar] O Change of Fortune: Oh undone 


Oreſtes 4 7 
Denen 
f SCENE v. 
| 4 Pyrrhus and Phoenix. | 
r. ELL, Phxrnix Am !] ſtill a Slave to 

A Love? 


Vhat thinkeſt thou now? Am I my-lelf again? 
© Phan. *Tis as it ſhould be ; this diſcovers P;7rhus ; 
*$Shews all the Hero: Now you are your-ſelf ? 
39 he Son! the Rival of the great Ache! 
* *WGreece will applaud you; and the World confeſs, 
*P;rrhus has conquer'd 7 oy a ſecond Time! 
Pyr. Nay, Phenix now | but begin to triumph; 
I never was a Conqueror till now! 
J Believe me, a whole Hoſt, a War of Foes 
gh May ſooner be ſubdu'd, than Love. O, Phanix ! 
What Ruin have I ſhunn*d? The Gre 4s, enrag'd, 
Hung o'er me, like a gathering Storm, and ſoon 
> Had burſt in Thunder on my Head; while I 
= Abandon'd Duty, Empire, Honour, all, 
Jo pleaſe a thankleſs Woman One kind Look 
Had quite andone me 
If. O, my Royal Maſter ! 
The Gods, in Favour to you, made her cruel. 
Pr. Thou ſaweſt with how much Scern ſhe treated me! 
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When. I permitted her to ſee her Son, 
- I hop'd it might have work'd her to my Wiſhes, 
I went to {ee tne mournful Interview, 


And found her batn'd in Tears, and loſt in Paſſion. 29 
Wild with Diſtreis, a thouſand Times ſhe call'd Tt 
On Hedor's Name: And when I ſpoke in Comfort, . 
And promis? d my Protection to her Son; 110 
She kiſs*d the Boy, and call'd again on Hector: Ac 
Then ſtrain'd him in her Arms; and cry'd, Tis he) 

»Tis he him- ſelf! his Eyes, his every Feature ! T. 


His very Frown, and his ſtern Look already ! . 
'Tis he! Tis my lov'd Lord, whom I embrace. _Y 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the Boy, R 
To ſooth and keep alive her Flame for Hector? 0 
Phan. No doubt, ſhe does; and thinks you favour d - 


* 


in it: 


But let her go, for an ungrateful Woman * 

Pyr. - know the Thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn * 
eart: it 

Vain of her Charms, and inſolent in Beauty, N 


She mocks my Rage ; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects twill ſoon be humbled into Love. 
But we ſhall change our Parts: And he ſhall find, 
J can be deaf, like her; and ſteel my Hear: | 
She is He&4ar's Widow; I Achilles Son. 5 
Pyrrbus was born to hate Andromache. | x 
Phan. My Royal Maſter, talk of her no more: 
Ido not like this Anger. Your Hermione | 
Should now engroſs your Thoughts. Tis time toſee gen 
"Tis time you ſhould prepare the Nuptial Rites ; * 
And not rely upon a Rival's Care : | 
It may be dangerous. 
Pyr. But tell me, Phenix; 
Doſt thou not think, the proud Azdromache i 
Will be enrag' d, when I ſhall wed the Princeſs? « 
Phan. Why does Andromache ſtillhaunt your Thoughts? 
What is't to you, be ſhe enrag'd or pleas'd ? 
Let her Name periſh ! Think of her no more ! 
Pyr. No, Phenix /—1] have been too gentle with her. 
I have check'd my Wrath, and ſtifled my * 29 
ou 
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* ec knows not yet to what degree J hate her. 
Let us return [ll brave her to her Face: 
I'll give my Anger it's free Courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt ſee, Phenix, how I'll break her Pride 
ark, | Phen. Oh go not, Sir !—There's Ruin in her Eyes! 
ou do not know your Strength: Y ou'll fall before her 
7 Adore her Beauty, and revive her Scorn. 
hel Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly Weakneſs ! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phenix / 
Phan. Ah, my Prince 
— 'You ſtill are ſtruggling in the Toils of Love. 
Ns Pyr. Can'ſt thou then think, I love this Woman till ? 
One who repays my Paſſion with Diſdain 
your'd A Stranger, Captive, friendleſs and forlorn ; 
She and her darling Son within my Power; 
His Life a Forfeit to the Greeks: Yet I 
bborn 4 Preſerve her Son; would take her to my Throne; 
| | Would fight her Battles, and avenge her Wrongs; 
And all this while ſhe treats me as her Foe ! 
Phen. You have it in your Power to be reveng'd. 
Pyr. Yes ;-and I'll ſhew my Power '--I'll give herCauſe 
To hate me! her 4#zanax ſhall die 
What Tears will then be ſhed? How will ſhe then 
I InBitterneſs of Heart reproach my Name? 
Then, to compleat her Wees, will I eſpouſe 
Her mione : 'T will ſtab her to the Heart 
Phan. Alas, you threaten, like a Lover, ſtill! 
e hen Pyr. Phanix, excuſe this Struggle of my Soul: 
2 ?Tis the laſt Effort of expiring Love. 
' Fheen, Then haſten, Sir, to ſee the Spartan Princeſs 
And turn the Bent of your Deſire on ber. 
Hr. Oh, 'tis a heavy Taſk to conquar Love 
| Foe can the Soul from her accuſtom'd Fondneſs! 
* But come; A long Farewell to Hetor*s Widow. 
ght? is with a Secret Pleaſure I look back, 

And ſce the many Dangers I have paſs'd. 

The Merchants thus, in dreadful Tempeſts toſt. 
ber. Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlook'd-for Coaſt : 
ents: Oft turns, and ſees, with a delighted Eye, 
hon . MidR Rocks and Shelves the broken Billows fly: 


D And 


The Diſtreſt Mother. 


And while the outragiousWinds the Deep deform. J 
l N 
Smiles on the Tumult, and enjoys the © Kang g 55 


The End of the Second ACT, Shi 


SETHSESCSOCESECDICEnOR Fr 
ACT 10, SCENMK I | 


Pylades and Oreſteſs. M. 
P;1. | | ow * ſake, Sir, compoſe your rufled Af 
nu, 


And moderate your Rage ! 6. 
Ora. No, Py lade: Sh 
This 18no time for Counſel. I am deaf. T 
Talk not of Reaſon ; I have been too patient. B. 
Life is not worth my Care. My Soul grows deſperate. H 
I'll bear her off; or periſh in the attempt. S] 
I'll force her from his Arms: By Heav'n, I will! 1 
Py/, Well; *tis agreed, my Friend: We'll force her 
hence; | 
But till confider we are in Epirus : 
The Court, the Guards, Hermione herſelf, 
The very Air we breathe, belongs to Pyrr bus. 
Good God! what tempted you to ſeek her here 
Oreſt. Loſt to my-ſelf, 1 knew not what I did! 
My Purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid this Woman. 
Py/. This Violence of Temper may prove fatal: 
Oreſt. It muſt be more than Man to bear theſe Shocks, 
Theſe Outrages of Fate, with Temper / 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 
And wi'! To-morrow take her from my Hard / 
My Hand ſhall ſooner tear the Tyrants Heart— 
Pz/. Your Paſſion blinds you, Sir; He's not to blamgg 
Could you but look into the Soul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps yoa'd figd it tortur'd, like your own. ** 
Oreft. No, Pylades "Tis all Defign.—--His Pride, a | 
To tnutzaph over me, has chang'd his Love. 
The fair, th- bright Hermione, before I came, 
In all her Bloom of Beauty was neglected. 
Ah cruel! Gods ! I thought her all my own! x | 
She was conſenting to return to Sparta : 8 | 
cr 


* 
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Jer Heart, divided betwixt Rage and Love, 
ls Was on the Wing to take its Leave of Pyrrhas. 

She heard my Sighs ; She pity'd my Complaints; 

Phe prais'd my Conſtancy: The leaſt Indifterencs 

08 From this proud King, had made Oreſtes happy ! 
Pyl. So your fond Heart believe ———— 

- Oreft. Did I not ſee 

Her Hate, her Rage, her Indignation riſe 
ufled Againft the ungrateful Man ? 

Py. Believe me, Prince, : 
"Twas then ſhe lov'd him moſt / Had Pyrrhus left her, 
She would have form'd ſome new Pretext to ſtay. 


Take my Advice ;— Think not to force her hence; 
But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive Charms. 

ate, Fer Soul is link*d to Pyrrhus; Were ſhe yours, 
She would reproach you ſtill, and ſtill regret 

II! Her diſappointed Nuptials. 

her Or. Talk no more 


I cannot bear the Thought! She muſt be mine! 
Did Pyrrhus carry Thunder in his Hand, 
Id ſtand the Bolt, and challenge all his Fury, 
Ere I reſign'd Hermione, By Force 
I' inatch her hence, and bear her to my Ships! 
Have we forgot her Mother Helen's ape? 
© Py}. Will then Oreftes turn a Rawi/her / 
And blot his Embaſly? 
| Oreft. O, Pylades ! 
6, Muy Grief weighs heavy on me:——"Twill diſtract me 
D leave me to myſelf! Let not thy Friendſhip 
* Irvolve thee in my Woes. Too long already, 

Too long haft thou been puniſh'd for my Crimes. 

It is enough, my Friend lt is enough! 
5 Le: not thy generous Love betray thee farther. 

The Geds have ſet me as their Mark, to empty 

& Their Quiver en me. Leave me to myſclf. 
Mine be the Danger; mine the Enterprize. 

All Irequeſt of thee is, to return, 
And in my Place convey Aftyaraæ 
(As Pyrrhas has conſented) into Greece, 
Go, P) 444... —— 


Hf 


D 2 Pyl. 
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Pyl. Lead on, my Friend, lead on! 0 
Let us bear off Hermiore ! No Toil, # C 
No Danger can dcter a Friend ; Lead on Voi 
Draw up the Greeks ; Summon your num'rous Train, 4 0 
The Ships are ready; and the Wind ſits fair: 11 


There Eaſtward lies the Sea; the rolling Waves Ca 
Break on thoſe Palace-ſtairs. I know each Paſs, Al 
Each Avenue and Outlet of the Court. All 
This very Night we'll carry ker on Board. An 

Oreſt. Thou art too good ! I treſpaſs on thy An 


Friendſhip: | 
But, oh excuſe a Wretch, whom no Man pities, 
Except thyſelf one juſt about to loſe 
The Treaſure of his Soul. Whom all Mankind 
Conſpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf 
When will my Friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 
P;/. The Queſtion is unkind, —--But now remember O 
To keep your Counſels cloſe, and hide your Thoughts: 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more A 
J fee her coming. Sir — 
Oreft. Away, my Friend; i 
I am adviſed ; my All depends upon it. 
bases GSH D262 © 7 
| SCENE II. by 
Oreftes, Hermione, and Cleone. f 
Oref. Pt nm, your Orders are obey'd; I have ſeen 
 Pyrrhus, my Rival; and have gained him 
for you. 
The King reſolves to wed you. '4 
Her. So I am told; . 
And farther, I am inform'd, that you, Ore/es, 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended Marriage. 
Oreft. And are you, Madam, willing to comply ? 
Her, Could I imagine P;rr4us loved me ſtill ? 


After ſo long Delays, who would have thought | * 


His hidden Flames would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 
And kindle in his Breaft, when mine expired ? 

I can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
That it is Intereſt,'and not Love, directs him; 
And, that my Ey es had greater Pow'r o'er you. 
x | Oreft, 
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3 Oreft, No, Princeſs, no! It is too plain he loves you. 
"Your Eyes do what they will; and cannot fail 
F o gain a Conqueſt, where you wiſh they ſhould, 
' Her. What can I do, alas: —my Faith is promiſed 2 
Can I refuſe what is not mine to give? 
A Princeſs is not at her choice to love; 
All we have leſt us is a blind Obedience: 
And yet, you ſee, how far J had complied, 
thy And made my Duty yield to your Intreaties. 
Ore/t. Ah, cruel Maid! you knew—but | have done, 
All have a Right to pleaſe them. ſelves in Love. 
A blame you not: Tis true, I hop'd : But you 
Are Miſtreſs of your Heart: And I am content. 
»Tis Fortune is mine Enemy; not you. 
But, Madam, I ſhall ſpare your farther Pain 
nber On this uneaſy Theme; and take my leave. 


— Senne 
a SCENE III 


Hermione, and Cleone. 


He.. f YLeone, could'it thou think he'd be ſo calm 
5 ' Cle. Madam, his ſilent Grief fits heavy on him; 
lle is to be pitied : His too eager Love 
” Has made him buſy to his own Deſtruction. 
His Threats havewrought thisChange of Mindin Py: r4us. 
ler. Doſt thou think Pyrrbus capable of Fear? 
Whom ſhould the intrepid Pyrr bus fear? The Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harraſs'd Troops to Conqueſt, 
When they Deſpaired ; when they rctired from 7 ray 
And ſought for Shelter in their burning Fleets ? 
Did he not then ſupply his Father's Place ; 
No! my Cleone, he is above Conkraint : 
le acts unforced ; and when he weds, he loves, 
Cle. Oh, that Orcs had remain*d in Greece! 
T fear To morrow will prove fatal ts him, 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing butOrepes?” 
Pyrrhus is mine again! Is mine for ever! 
Oh, my C/zne, I am wild with Joy! 
7. Pyrrhus, the Bold ! the Brave! the God- like Pyrrhus ? 
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h. I could tell the numberleſs Explo'ts," 
And tire thee with his Battles - Oh. Cleon : 

. Cle. Madam, conceal your Joy.—I ſee Andromache: t 


She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her Sorrows to you. 
Her. I would indulge the Gladneſs of my Heart 
Let us retire : Her Grief is out of Seaſon, 


DING ISINNSSES S083 S343 
SCENE IV. 


Andromache, Hermione, Cleone, and Cephiſa. 


Andr. A, Madam ! whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your Eyes behold a Sight more 
pleaſing, : 
Than Hedor's Widow ſuppliant and in Tears? 
I come not an alarmed, a jealous Foe, 
To envy you the Heart your Charms have won: 
The only Man I ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 
KilPd in my Sight, by an inhuman Hand. 
He@or firſt taught me Love; which my fond Heart 
Shall ever cheriſh, till we meet in Death, 
But Oh, I have a Son! And you, one Day, 
Will be no Stranger to a Mother's Fondneſs: 
But Heaven forbid, that you ſhould ever know 
A Mother's Sorrow for an only Son. 
Her Joy, her Bliſs, her laſt ſurviv ng Comfort ! 
When every Hour ſhe trembles for nis Life! 
Your Power o'er Pyrrbut may relieve my Fears, 
Alas, what Danger is there in a Child, 
Saved from the Wreck of a whole ruined Empire? : 
Let me go hide him in ſome Deſart Iſle : 
You may rely upon a tender Care, 
To keep him far from Perils of Ambition: | 
All, he can learn of me, will be to weep ! 
Her. Madam, *tis eaſy to conceive your Grief; Fo 
But, it would ill become me, to ſolicit 1 
In Contradiction to my Father's Will : "F< 
*Tis he who urges to deſtroy your Son. [> 
Madam, if Pyrrhus maſt be wrought to Pity, ö 
No Woman does it better than yourſe!f : 1 


If you gain him, I ſhall comply cf courſe. 12 
vou g 2 Piy vs 8 O E N E 4 


SCENE. V. 


FI hy 8 Andromacke, and Cephiſa. 

; Ardr. YIDST thou not mind, with what Diſdain 
26 . ſhe ſpoke ? 

fly? Vouth and Proſperity have made her vain : 


more She has not ſeen the fickle Turns of Life. 
3 Geph, Madam were I as you, I'd take her Counſel, 
Id ſpeak my own Diſtreſs ; one Looc from you 

Will vanquiſh FPyrrbus, and confound the Greets —— 
see, where he comes Lay hold on this Occaſion: 


122 RE rerettete?7e 0 


SCENE VI. 
7 Ne bade Andromache, Phoenix, and Cephiſa, 
FA Pyr. WJ HERE i is the Princeſs ?—Did you not inform 


| me 
'* Hermione was here? [ToPhcenix, 
Phoe. I thought ſo, Sir, 
Andr. Thou ſeeſt, what mighty Power my Eyes have 
* on him ! [To Cephiſa. 
+. . 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe Phenix ? 
Adr. T have no Hope left! 
XZ . Phoe, Let us be gone: Hermione expects you. 
= C2ph, For Heav'n's ſake, Madam break this ſullen 
Silence. 
* Audr. My Child's already promiſed! 
Cb. But not given. 
Andr. Nol no!——my Tears are vain! His Doom 
| is fixt ! 
zr. See, it ſhe deigns to. cat one Look upon us! 
Proud Woman! 
Anar. 
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Andr. I provoke him by my Preſe.:ce, 
Let us retire. 
Pyr. Come let us fatisfy | 
The Greeks ; and give them up this Phrygian Boy, 
Andr. Ah, Sir, recal thoſe Words What have 
yon Wn! > 
If you give up my Son, Oh give up me 
You, who ſo mary times have ſworn me Friendſhip ; 
Oh Heav*ns —will you not look with Pity on me? 
Is there no Hope? Is there no Room for Pardon? | 

Pyr. Pheenia will anſwer you: My Word is pat. 

Andr. You, who would brave ſo many Dangers for 

me. 

P;r. 1 was your Lover then: I now am free. 
To favour you, I might have ſpared his Life. 

But you would ne*r vouchafe to ask it of me. 
Now tis too late. 

Andr. Ah, Sir, you underſtood 
My Tears, my Wiſhes, which 1 durſt not utter, 
Afraid of a Repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe 
The Pride of Royal Blood, that checks my Soul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 

You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 
Toſue for Pity, and to own a Maſter, 

Pyr. No! in your Heart you curſe me! you diſdain 
My generous Flame, and ſcorn to be obliged ! 
This very Son, this Darling of your Soul, 
Would be leſs dear, did I preſerve him fer you. 
Your Anger, your Averſion fall on me; 

You hate me more than the whole League of Greece ; 
But, I ſhall leave you to your great Reſentments. 
Let us go, Phoenix, and appeaſe the Greeks. 

Andr. Then let me die! and let me go to Heger Y 

Ceph. But, Madam 

Andr. What can I do more? The Tyrant 
Sees my Diſtraction, and inſults my Tear s To Cephiſa. 
—— Behold how low you have reduc'd a Queen! 
Theſe Eyes have ſeen my Country laid in Aſhes; 
My Kindred fall in Warz my Father ſlain; 
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. The Diſß reſt Mother. | 
y Huſband dragged i Mis own Blood; my Son 
*T ondemned to Bondage; and my ſelf a Slave, 
et, in the midſt of theſe unheard of Woes, 
FT was fome Relief to find my-ſelf your Captive z 
Ard that my Son, derived from ancient Kings, 
Since he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrbus for his Maſter. 
F' hen Priam kneeled, the great Achilles wept : 
Þ& hoped I ſhould not find his Son leſs noble: 
thought the Brave were ſtill the moſt Compaſſionate. 
b, do not, Sir, divide me from my Child 
If he mult die 
3 Pr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. 


SEATTLE SLILTSY 


SCENE VI 


4t 


* Pyrrhus and Andromache, 

Pyr, R. S E, Madam. — Yet you may preſerve your 
| Son. 

jrd, whenever I provoke your Tears, 


7 forniſh you with Arms againſt my ſelf. 


I thought my Hatred fixt, before I ſaw you, 

Oh, turn your Eyes upon me, while I ſpeak ! 

And ſee, if you diſcover in my Looks 
An angry Judge, or an obdurate Foe, 

Why will you force me to deſert your Cauſe ? 
In your Son's Name | beg we may be Friends: 
Let me intreat you to ſecure his Life ! 
'Z Muſt I turn Suppliant for him? Think Oh think, 
7 ('Tis the laſt time) you both may yet be happy! 
I know the Ties I break; the Foes l arm; 
l wrong .Hermione ; | {end her hence; 

And with her Diadem | bind your Brows. 
Conſider well.; for, *tis of Moment to you! 
Chooſe to be wretched, Madam, or a Queen. 
My Soul, codſum'd with a whole Years Deſpair, 
Cañ bear no longer theſe perplexing Doubts, 
Enough of Sighs, and Tears, and Threats — * 
| now 


: 
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I know, If I am deprived of vod, die; | 
But Oh, I die, if 1 wait longer for you! 
I leave you to your Thoughts. When I return, 
We'll to the Temple ; There you'll find your Son 3 
And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. 


5 5e re 58 


SCENE VIII. 


Andromache and Cephiſa. 


Cepb. I Told you, Madam, that, in ſpite of Greece, 
1 You would o' er- rule che Malice of your For- 
Andr. Alas ! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor, ſhort Reſpite for my Son, 
Cepb. You have enough approv'd your Faith to Hector: 
To be reluctant ſtill would be a Crime. | 
He would him- ſelf perſuade you to comply. 
Andr. How ! —would& thou give me Pyrrbus for a 
Huſband. 
Ceph. Think y ou *twill pleaſe the Ghoſt of your dead 
Huſband, | 
That you ſhould ſacrifice his Son? Conſider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a 'I'hrone ; 
Turns all his Power againſt the Foes of Trey; 
Remembers not Achilles was his Father; 
Retracis his Conqueſis, and forgets his Hatred, 
Andr. But how can I forget it How can! 
Forget my 11:&or treated with Diſhonour ; 
Deprived of Funeral Rites ; and vilely drag ged, 
A bloody Coarle, about the Walls f 
Can I forget the good old King is Father, 
Slain in my Preſence; at the Alt 1151, 
Which vainly, for Protection, + cnbraced, 
Haſt thou forgot the d read tight, C. hiſa, 
When a whole Pecs te Methinks J fee 


Pyr rbus, 


ut, 


The Diftreſt Mother, h 


Pyrrhus, enraged and breathing Vengeance, enter 
Amidfi the Glare of burning Palaces : | 

I ſec himhe w hisPaſſage through my Brothers; 
And, bathed in Blood, lay all my Kindred waſte. 


Think, in the Scene of Horror, what I ſuffer'd ! 
his is the Courtſhip I receiv'd from Pyrrhas ; 


And this the Huſband then would'ſt give me! No, 
We both will perith firſt ! PII nc'er conſent, 
Ceph. Since you reſolve Afyanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the Temple ; bid your Son Farewel, 
Why co you tremble, Madam ? 
Andr. Oh C:phiſa ! 
Thou haſte awakened all the Mother in me. 
How can I bid Farewel to the dear Child, 
The Pledge, the Image of my mach loved Lord? 
Alas, I call to miad the fatal Day, 
When his too forward Courage led him forth 
To ſeek Achilles 
Cyph. Oh, the unhappy Hour! 


*T'was then Troy fell, and all her Gods forſook her. 


Aadr. That Morn, C:phi/a ! that ill-fated Morn ! 
My Huſband bid tice bring 4/Zyanrax 
He took him in his Arms; and, as | wept, 
My Wife, wy dear Audromache, ſaid he, 
(Heaving with ſtifled Sighs to ſee me weep) 
What Fortune may attend my Arms, the Gods 
Alone can tell. To thee I gave the Boy; 
Preſerve him as the Token of our Loves ; 
JF I ſhould fall, Let him not miſs his Sire 
Waile thou ſurviveit ; but by thy tender Care 
Let the Son ſee, that thou didlt love his Father. 

Cepb. And will yoa throw away a Life ſo precious? 
At once ex:irpate all the Trejan Line 

Andr. Inhuman King! What has he done to ſuffer ? 
If I negle& your Vows, is he to blame 
Has he reproach'd you with his flaughter'd Kin2red ? 
Can he relent thoſe Ils he does not know ? 
But Oh! While I deliberate he dies. 
No, no, thou mult not die, while I can ſave thee : 


Oh! 
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Oh / let me find out Pzrrhus Oh Cepbiſa ! 
Do thou go find him. 
Ceph. What muſt I ſay to him? | 
Andr. Tell him I love my Son to ſuch Exceſs ——— 
But doſt thou think he means the Child ſhall dic ? 
Can Love rejected turn to ſo much Rage ? 
Cb. Madam, he'll ſoon be here— 
- ſomething. 
Andr. Well then, aſſure him 
Cetb. Madam, of your Love? 
Audr. Alas, thou knov/'ſt that is not in my Power. 
Oh my dear Lord! Oh Priam's Royal Houle / 
Oh my A/zanax ! at what a Price 
Thy Mother buys thee Let us go. 
Ceph. But whither? 
And what does your unſettled Heart relolve? 
Anar. Come, my C hiſæ, let us go togethers, 
To the ſad Manument, which 1 have rais'd 
To He&for*s Shade; Wherein their ſacrad Urne 
The Aſties of my Hero lie incloſed, 
The dear Remains, which I have ſav'd from Trey g 
There let me weep, there ſummon to my Aid, 
With pious Rites, my Ficcter's awful Shade; 
Let him be witneſs to iny Doubts, my Fears ; 
My agonizing Heart, my flowing Tears: 
Ou ! may he riſe in Pity fiom his Tomb, 
And fix his wretched Son*s uncertain Doom. 


Reſolve on 


The End of the Third ACT. 


AST 
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SHEDS 
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Andromache, Cephiſa. 


CEPAIS A. | 
Rus EO LEST be the Tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
c » & Theſe pious Thoughts. Or is it He&or'sſelf, 
5 Ne That 0 you to preſerve your Son! 
OS; »Tis he. 
2 Who till preſides o*er ruin'd Troy; *tis he 
e Who urges Pyrrb 
ges Pyrrbus to reſtore Miyanaæx. 
Andr, Pyrrhus has ſaid he will. And thou haſt keard him 
Joſt now renew the oft. repeated Promiſe. 
Cepb. Already, in the "Tranſports of his Heart, 
He gives you up his Kingdom, his Allies, 
And thinks himſelf o'erpaid for all in you. 
Andr. I think I may rely upon his Promiſe. 
And yet my Heart is overcharg'd with Grief. 
Ceph. Why ſhould you grieve? You ſee he bids Defiance 
To all the Greeks. And to protect your Son 
Againſt their Rage, has plac*d his Guards about him; 
Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his {ake. - 
But, Madam, think the Coronation Pomps * 
Will ſoon demand your Preſence in the Temple. 
»Tis Time you lay afide theſe Mourning Weeds. 
Andr. ] will be there; but firſt would ſee my Son. 
Cb. Madam, you need not now be anxious for him; 
He will be alwavs with you, all your own, 
To laviſh the whole Mother's Fondneſs on him. 
What a Delight to train — your Eye 
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A Son, who grows no longer up in Bondage; 

A Son, in whom a Race of Kings revives? 

But, Madam, you are ſad, and wrapt in Thought, 

As if you reliſh'd not your Happineſs. W's 
Andr. Oh, I muſt ſce my Son once more, Cephiſa 
Ceph. Madam, he now will be no more a Captive ; 

Your Viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe. 

To morrow you may paſs the live-long Da 
Andr. To-morrow ! Oh Cephiſa /—But, no more 

Cephi/a, I have always found thee faithful: 

A Load of Care weighs down my drooping Heart, 
Ceph. Oh! that 'twere poſſible for me to eaſe you. 
Andr. | ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long try'd Faith. — 

Mean while, I do conjure thee, my Cephi/a, 

Thou take no notice of my preſent Trouble: 

And when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret Purpoſe; 

That thou be punctual to perform my Will. 

Ceph. Madam, I have no Will but yours, My Life 
Is nothing, balanced with my Love to you. 

Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa: My Aſtzanax 
Will recompence thy Friendſhip to his Mother. | 
But come; my Heart's at Eaſe : Aſiſt me now 
To change this ſable Habit. Yonder comes 
Hermione : I would not meet her Rage. 


Need 


II. 


Hermione, Cleone. 


c.. T H's unexpected Silence, this Reſerve, 

This outward Calm, this ſettled Frame of Mind, 
After ſuch Wrongs and Inſults, much ſurpriſe me! 
You, who before could not command your Rage, 
When P»rr-us lock'd but kindly on his Cap: ive; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her, 
And feat her on a Tarone which you ſhould fill ? 
I tcar this dread!ul Stil.nefs in your Soul |! | 

"T were 
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'T were better, Madam 
Her. Have you call'd Orefies ? ? 
Cle. Madam, 1 have, His Love is too impatient, 
Not to obey with Speed the welcome Summons. 
His love ſick Heart o' erlooks his unkind Uſage: 
His Ardour's ſtill the ſame Madam, he's here. 


ec Wege ECD? 


SCENE II. 


Oreſtes, Hermione, Cleone. 


Or . AH Madam, is it true? Does then Ore/tes 
At length attend you by your own Commands? 
What can I do——— : 
Her. Oreſftes, do you love me? 
Orefi. hat means that Queſtion, Princeſs? Dol 
love you ? 
My Oaths, my Perjuries, my Hopes, my Fears, 
My Farewel, my Return, all ſpeak my Love. 
Her. Avenge my Wrongs, and I believe them all. 
Oreft. It ſhall be done my Soul has catch'd the 


Alarm, 
We'll ſpirit up the Greeks Ill lead them on: 
Your Cauſe ſhall animate our Fleets and Atmies. 
Let us return: Let us not loſe a Moment, 
But urge the Fate of this devoted Land: 
Let us depart. 

Her. No Prince, let us ſtay here 
I. will have Vengeance here | will not carry 
This Load of Intamy io Greece; nor truſt 
The Chance of War to vindicate my W rongs. 
Ere | depart I'll make Epirus mourn, 
If you avenge me, let it be this Inſtant ; 
My Rage brooks no Delay—haft to the Temple, 

Haſte, Prince, and ſacrifice him. 
Oref, Whom? 


E 2 Her, 
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Her. Why Pyrrhus. 

Ore. Pyrrhus? Did you ſay, Pyrrhus ? 

Her. You demur ! , | 
Oh fly, be gone! give me not Time to think 
Talk not of Laws ——he tramples on all Laus 
Let me not hear him juſtify'd—away. 

Orefi. You cannot think I'H juſtify my Rival, 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal, 

You ſhall have Veangeance; I' have Veangeance too: 
But tet our Hatred be profeſt and open ; 

Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a War ; 

Let us attack him in his Strength, and hunt him down 
By Conqueſt : ſhould I turn abaſe A ſſaſſin, 

*T would ſully all the Kings I repreſent. 

Her. Have not I been diſhonour'd ? ſet at nought ? 
Expos'd to publick Scorn ? And will you ſuffer 
The Tyrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 

Know, Prince, I hate him more than once I lov'd him. 
The Gods alone can tell how once 1 lov*d him. 
Yes, the falſe perjur's Man, I once did love him 
And ſpite of all his Crimes and broken Vows, 

If he ſhould live, I may relapſe——W ho knows 

But I ta-morrow may forgive his W rongs ? 

Oreſt. Firſt let me tear him peace-meal—he ſhall die: 
But, Madam, give me leiſure to contrive 
The Place, the Time, the Manner of his Death; 

Yet I'm a Stranger in the Court of Pyrrhus ; 
$carce have I ſer my Foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the Prince. 
It ſhall be done this very Night. 
Her. But now, 
This very Hour he weds Andromache ; 
The Temple ſhines with Pomp; the Golden Throne 


Is now prepar'd ; the joyful Rites begin; 


My Shame is publick Oh be ſpeedy, Prince ! 
My Wrath's impatient Pyrrhus lives too long 
ntent on Love, and heedleſs of his Perſon, 

He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 

Now is the Time; aſſemble all your Greeks : 


Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their Fury looſe : 


. 
Already 
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Already they regard him as a Foe. 
Be gone, Ore/tc; kill the faithleſs Tyrant. 
My Love ſhal] recompence the glorious Deed, . 

Oreft. Conſider, Madam 

Her. You but mock my Rage 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 

Think you to merit by your idle Sighs ; 

And not atteſt your Love by one brave Action? 
Go, with your boaſted Conſtancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own Revenge / 

I bluſh to think how my too eaſy Faith 

Has twice been baffled in one ſhameful Hour 

Ora. Hear me but ſpeak / you know I'll 

die to ſerve you / 

Her. I'll go myſelf : I'll ſtab him at the Altar: 
Then drive the Poniard, reeking with his Blood, 
Through my own Heart. In Death we ſhajl unite: 
'Betier to die with him, then live with you/ | 

Oreft. That were to make him bleſt; and me more 

wretched ; 
Madam he dies by me :— Have you a Foe, 
And ſhall I let him live? My Rival too? 
Ere yon Meridian Sun declines, he dies. 
And you ſhall ſay, that I deſerve your Love. 

Her. Go, Prince; ſtrike home / and leave the reſt. 

to me. 


Let all your Ships ſtand ready for our Flight. 


Ss CEMNDE IV: 


Hermione, Cleone.-_ 


cM Adam, you'll periſh in this bold Attempt. 


Her. Give me my Vengeance, I am content 
to periſh, | 
1] was to blame 10 truſt it with another. 


E 3 Ina 
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In my own Hands it had been more ſecure. 
Oreſtes hates not Pyrrbus, as I hate him: 
I ſhould have thruſt the Dagger home ; "> 
The Tyrant curſe me with his parting Breat 
And roll about his dying Eyes in vain, 
To find Andromache, whom I would hide. 
Oh, would Oreſtes when he gives the Blow, 
Tell him he dies my Victim! Haſte, Clone 5 
Charge him to ſay, Hermione's Reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc*d him to Death. 
Haſte, my Clone] My Revenge is loſt. 
If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me 

Cle. I ſhall obey your Orders But I ſee _ 
| The King approach !--- Who could expect him here 
| Her. Oh fly! Cleone fly ! and bid Oreftes 
Not to proceed a Step betore I ſee him, 


COT EE RET 


SCENE V. 


Hermione, Pyrrhus. 


De. {Adam I ought to ſhun an injur'd Princeſs : 
Your diſtant looks reproach me : and I come 
Not to defend. but to avow my Guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own Injuſtice ; 
Nor form Excuſes, while his Heart condemns him. 
I might perhaps alledge, our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engag*d us to each other; 
And jein'd our Hearts by Contract, not by Love, 
But I deteſt ſuch Cobweb Arts: I own 
My Father's Treaty, and allow its Force. 
[ I ſent Ambaſſadors to call you hither ; 
mM Receiv'd you as my Queen; and hop*d my Oaths, 
4" | do oft renew'd, might ripen into Love. 
fl Te Gods can witneſs, Madam, how I fought 
Againſt Andromache's too fatal Charms ! MA 
R 
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And ſtill I wiſh I had the Power to leave 
This Trejan Beauty, and be juſt to you. 
Diſcharge-your Anger on this perjur'd Man“ 
For I abhor my Crime and ſhould be pleas*'d 
To hear you ſpeak your Wiongs aloud : No Terms, 
No Bitterneſs of Wrath, no keen Reproach 
Will equal half the Upbraidings of my Heart. 
Her. I find, Sir, you can be ſincere: You ſcorn 
To a& your Crimes with Fears, like other Nlen, 
A Hero ſhould be bold ; above all Laws ; 
Be bravely falſe ; and laugh at ſolemn Ties. 
To be perfidions ſhews a daring Mind: 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a Maid / 
To court me; to reject me; to return; 
Then to forſake me for a Phyrgian Slave: 
To lay proud 7roy in Aſhes; then to raiſe 
The Son of Hedter, and renounce the Greeks : 
Are Actions worthy the great Soul of Pyrrþus. 
Pyr. Madam, go on: Give your Reſen ments Birth; 
And pour forth all your Indignation on me. 
Her. 'T would pleaſe your Queen, ſhould I upbraid 
your Falſhood ; | 
Call your perfidious, Traitor, all the Names 
That injur'd Virgins laviſh on your Sex; 
I choald o'er-Row with Tears, and die with Grief, & 
And furniſh out a Tale to ſooth her Pride: { 
But, Sir, I would not over charge her Joys. | 
If you wonld charm 4:4romache, recount 
Your bloody Battles, your Exploits, your Slaughters, i! 
Your great Atchievments in her Father's Palace. 1 
She needs muſt love the Man, who fought ſo bravely, 
And in her Sight ſlew half her Royal Kindred, 
* Pyr. With Horror I look back on my paſt Deeds 
I puniſh'd Helens Wrongs too far; I ſhed 
Too much of Blood: But, Madam, Heler*s Daughter 
Should not obj ect thoſe Ills the Mother cau(*d, | 4 
However, I am pleaſ'd to find you hate me: 5 
T was too forward to accuſe my-ſelf ; 
The Man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be falſe. 
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Obedience to a Father brought you hither ; 
And I ſtood bound by Promiſe to receive you: 
But our Deſires were different waysinclined; 
And you I own, not obliged to love me. 

Her. Have I not loved you then perfidious Man! 
For you I lighted all the Grecian Princes; 
Forſook my Father's Houſe ; conceal'd my Wrongs, 
When moſt provok'd ; would not return to Sparta: 
In hopes, that Time might fix your wavering Heart. 
I loved you when taconſtant : And even now, 
Inhumane King, that you pronounce my Death, 
My Heart ſtill doubts, if I ſhould love or hate you? 
But, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 
Defer your cruel Purpoſe till To-morrow / 
That I may not be here to grace her Triumph: 
This is the laſt Requeſt, I e'er ſhall make you. 
See if the barbarous Prince vouchafes an Anſwer ! _ 
Go, then, te the loved Phrygian ; hence! be gone! 
And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mins, | 
Go in Defiance to the avenging Gods 3 - 
Be gone the Prieſt expects you at the Altar 
But, Tyrant, have a care 1 came not thicher, 
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SCENE VL 


Pyrrhu:, Phoenix. 


Phan. QI R, did you mind her Threats? your Life's 

BEG in Danger : | 

There is no trifting with a Woman's Rage, 

The Greeks, that ſwarm about the Court, all hate. you; 

Will treat you as their Country“ Enemy, ; 

And join in her Revenge: Beſides, Oreſtes 

Scill loves her to Diſtraction; Sir, I beg 1 
. 
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Pyr, How! Phenix.—ſhould I fear a Woman's 
Threats? 


A nobler Paſſion takes up alt my Thought. 
1 mult prepare to meet Andramache. 

Do thou place all my Guards about her Son, 
If ſhe be lafe, Pyrrhus is rree from Fear, 


SCENE VIL 


Phcenix, alone. 


e H Pyrrhus ' Oh, what Pity 'tis, the Gods, 

Who fill'd thy Soul with every kingly Virtue, 

Form'd thee for Empire and conſummate Greatneſs, 

Shouldleave thee ſo expos'd to wild Deſires, 

That hurry thee beyond the Bounds of Reaſon ' 

Such was Achilles. Generous, fierce, and brave 

Open, and undefigning. But impatient, 

Undiſciplin*d, and not be controll'd. 

I fear this Whirl of Paſhon, this Career, 

That over bears Reflexion and cool Thought, 

I tremble for the Event But ſee, the Queen, 

Magnificent in royal Pride, appears. 

I muſt obey, and guard her Sen from Danger, 


| 5 Ie 


SCENE 
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SE Ec e 
SCENE VIII. 

Andromache, Cephiſa. 


Ceph. N A adam, once more you look and move a Queen! 


Your Sorrows are diſperſed, your Charms 


revive, 

And every faded Beauty blooms anew, _ 

Andr. Vet all is not as | could wiſh, Crphi/7. 

Ceph. You ſee the King is watchful o'er your Son; 
REY him wich princely Robes, with Guards ſurrounds 

im, | 

Aftzanax begins to reign already. , 

Andr. Pyrrhus is nobiy minded. And I fain 
Would live to thank him for Afyanaæ. 
Tis a vain Thought However ſince my Child 
Has ſuch a Friend, I ought not to repine. 


Cepb. Theſe dark Unfoidings of your Soul perplex me. 


What meant thoſeFloods of Tears, thoſe warmEmbraces, 
As it you bid your Son Adieu for ever ? 
For Heav*n's Sake, Madam, let me know your Griefs! 
If you diſtruſt my Faith 
Andr. That were to wrong thee, 
Oh, my Cephi/a ! This gay borrow'd Air, 
This Blaze of Jewels, and this bridal Dreſs, 
Are but mock-Trappings to conceal my Woe. 
My Heart ſtill mourns ; I ſtill am H:&4or's Widow. 
Ceph. Will you then break thePromiſe given to Pyrrhjꝭͥ 
Blow up his Rage afreſh, and bliſt your Hopes? 
Andr. ] thought, Cephiſa, thou had'ſt known thy MiRreſs, 
Could'ſt thou believe I would be falſe to He&or ? 
Fall off from ſuck a Huſband / Break his Reſt, 
And call him to this hated Light again, 
To ſee Andromache in Pyrrhus Arms“ 
Would Hector were he living and I dead, 
Forget 4Andromach;h and wed her Foe? 


Cepb. 


I he living Hector 


— — <— 


— 


The Diſtreſt Mother. 34 


Cepb. I cannot gueſs what Drift your Thoughts purſue» 
But Oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadful in it / 
Muſt then 4fyanax be doomed to die; 
And you to linger out a Life in Bondage ? 
Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephi/a, will I bear ; 
My Word is paſt to Pyrrbus, his to me; 
And I rely upon his promiſ'd Faith. 
Unequal.as he is, I know him well. 
Pyrrhus is violent; but he is fincere, 


And will perform beyand what he has ſworn. 


The Greed will but incenſe him more; their Rage 
Will make him cheriſh Hecer's Son. 


Cepb. Ah, Madam“ 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boading Heart ! 


Andr. Thou may'k remember, for thou oft hait 
heard me 


Relate the dreadful Viſion which I ſaw, 

When firſt I landed Captive in Epirus. 

That very Night, as in a Dream] lay, 

A ghaſtly Figure full of gaping Wounds, 

His Eyes a-glare, his Hai all (tif with Blood, 

Full in my Sight thrice ſhook his Head and groaned. 

I ſoon &iſcern'd my ſlaughter'd Hears Shade; 

But, oh, how changed / Ye Gods, how much unlike 
Loud he bid me fly ! 

Fly from Achilles Son then ſternly frown'd, 


And diſappear'd : Struck with the dreadful Sound, 
I ſtarted and awaked. 


Crph. But did he bid you 
Deſtroy Afyanaæ ; 
Andr. - Cephiſa, Il preſerve him. 
With my own Life, Cœphiſa, I'll preſerve him. 
Cepb. What may theſe Words, ſo full ot Horror mean? 
Andr. Know then the ſecret Purpoſe of my Soul: 


y -Anarcmache will not be falle to Pyrrhus ; 


Nor violate her Sacred Love to Hector. 

This Hour I'j| meet the King; the holy Prieſt 
Shall join us, and conhrm our mutual Vows. 
This will ſecure a Father to my Child. 

That done, I have no tarther uſe for Life: 


This 
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This pointed Dagger, this determin'd' Hand, 

Shall ſave my Virtue, and conclude my Woes.. 
Ceph. Ah, Madam! Recolle@ your ſcatter'd Reaſon! 

This fell Deſpair ill ſaits your preſent Fortunes. 
Andr. No other Stratagem can ſerve my Purpoſe : 

This is the ſole Expedient, to be juſt 

To Hector, to Afiyanax. to Pyrrhus. 

I ſoon ſhall viſit Hefor, and the Shades 

Of my great Anceſtors Cephi/a, thoa 

Wilt lend a Hand to cloſe thy Miſtreſs' Eyes. 

Ceph. Oh, never think, that I will ſtay behind you? 
Audr. No my Cephiſa; I mult have thee live. 

Remember thou did*it promiſe to obey, 

And to be ſecret : Wilt thou now betray me? 

After thy long, thy faithful Service, wilt thou 

Refuſe my laſt commands, my dying With ? 

Once more, 1 do conjure thee, live for me! 
Cepb. Life is not worth my Care, when ypu are gone. 
Andr. 1 muſt commit into thy Faithful ds, 

All that is dear and precious to my Soul: 

Live, and ſupply my Abſence to my Child, 

All that remains of Trey; a future Progery 

Of Heroes; and a diſlant Line of Kings, 

In him, is all intruſted to thy Care. 
C-ph. But Madam, what will be the Rage of 

Pyrrhus; 

Defrauded of his promis'd Happineſs ? | 
Andr. That will require thy utmoſt Skill: Cbſerve 

The firſt impetuous Onſets of his Grief : 

Uſe every Artifice to keep him ſteadfaſt. 

Sometimes with Tears thou may*tt diſcourſe of me. 

Speak of our Marriage. Let him think 1 loved him, 

Tell him my Soul repos'd itſelf on him, 

When I refign'd my Son to his Protection. 

Ceph. Oh, for a Spirit to ſupport my Grief! 

Is there ought more before you go for ever? 

Andr. On, my Cephija ! my ſwollen Heart is full! 

J have a thouſand Farewells to my Son. | 

But Tears break in— rief interrupts my Sp eech 

My Soul o'erflows in Fondneſs!— Let him know 


— 


Idyd || 
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The Diftreft Mother. 
I dy'd to ſave him :—And would die again. 
Seaſon his Mind with early Hints of Glory : 
Make him acquainted with his Anceſtors; 
Trace out their ſhining Story in his Thoughts : 
Dwell on the Exploits of his immortal Father : 
And ſometimes let him hear bis Mother's Name. 
Let him refle& upon his Royal Birth 
With modeſt Pride: Pyrrbus will prove a Friend : 
But Jet him know, he has a Conqueror's Right, 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his Reſentments, 
And facrifice his Vengeance to his Safety; 
Should he e headitrong, raſh, or unadviſed, 
He then will fruſtrate all his Mother's Virtue ; 
/ * Provoket his Fate; and I ſhall die in vain. 

Ceph. Alaſs, I fear, I never ſhall out-live yon 
. Andr. No more — Thy Tears, Cephiſa, will betray 


by . 
Aſſume a chearful Look; But ſtill remember 

3 [ Fhourifb — 1 
Hark how the Trumpet, with its ſprightly Notes, 
Proclaims the appointed Hour, and calls us hence: 
Heer, I come, once more a Queen, to join thee ! 
Thus che gay Victim, with freſh Garlands crowa'd, 

Pleaſed' with the ſacred Fife*s enlivening Sound, 
Through gazing Crowds, in ſolemn State, 


f And, in fatal Pomp magnificently bleeds., 


__— 
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The End of the Fourth A CT. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Hermione alone. 


7 is Pyrrbus ? 
ANY NYE Ye Gods! what mean theſe Hotrors ?- 
V . lam undone! 
2 Vic : ' 
ee My Soultis on the Rack! I cannot 
CUES bear it- 
Why do I wander like ſome guilty Ghoſt ? 
W hat brought me to this Place? What keeps me here? 
The Court oi Pyrrhbus has no Room for meüpa⁊qä 
Do I ſtill Doubt if 1 ſhould love or hate him? axe £7 6 
Hard hearted Man ! how unconcern'd he left me 
Did he oace Sign? beſtow one pitying Look? 
Once ſhed a Tear? or ſpeak one ſoft kind Word? 
Did he ſo much asfeign one Moment's Sorrow, 
To calm my Griets and mitigate his Falihood ? 
——— Why am I fall thus anxious for his Life ?. 
Why do | ſtart at his impending Fate? 
Shall he then live“ hall the baſe Traitor live 
To laugh at my Diſtreſs ? No, let him periſh ! 


* 


t& A HAT have I done? Where am I? Where "4 
N 5 


Ee quick, Or es Execute my Orders 


A's my Orders : oh prepoſterous Guilt ! 
Can I Cecree the Death of him I love? 

Was it for this my Soul delighted in him ? 
W- as it for this | left my Father's Court? 
Have I then croſs'd ſo many Realms and Seas, 
To murder Pzrrhus ? 


SCENE 


SCENE II. 
Hermione, Cleone. 


Her. H, Clone, help me! 
What have | done? Is Pyrrbus yet alive ? 
What ſay'ſt thou—Anſwer me! where is the King? 

Cle. Madam, I ſaw the cruel Frince ſet for ward, 

Triumphant in his Looks, and full of Joy. 

Still as he walk'd, his raviſh'd Eyes were fixt 

On the fair Captive ; while through ſhouting Crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected Air, 

And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 

Her. Inſulting Tyrant! I ſhall burſt with Rage! 
But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him well!? 
Was his Brow ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear | 
Some Shade of Grief? Some little Cloud of Sorrow ? 
Did he not ſtop? Did he not once look back? | 
Didſt thou approach him? Was he not confounded ? 

Did he not Oh, be quick! and tell me all! | 

Cle. Madam, the Tumul: of his Joy admits | 
No thought, but Love. Unguarded he march'd on 0 
Midſt a promiſcuous Throng of Friends and Foes. 

His Cares all turn upon Aſfyanax, 
Whom he has lodg'd within the Citadel, 
Defended by the Strength of ail his Guards. | 
Ar. Enough !—he dies I— the Traitor !—Where' 
Oreſftes ? 2 

Cle. He is in the Temple, with his who'e-Retinue, | 

Her. Is he ſtill reſolute ? Is he determin'd ? | 

Cle. Madam, I fear \ 

Her, How ' Is Oreftes ſalle ? : 
Does he betray me too ? | 

Cle A Thouſand Doubts | | 
Ferplex his Soul, and wound him with Remorſe: 
F 2 His 
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39 The Diſtremt Not her. 
His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 
He told me Pyrrbus ſhouſd not fall ignobly ; 
P;rrbus, the warlike Son of great Achilles, 
He dreads the Cenſure of the Grecian States; 
Ot all Mankind: And fears to ſlain his Honour. 
Her. Poor, timorous Wretch! 'tis falſe! he baſely fears 
To cope with Dangers, and encounter Death : 
Tis that He fears? Am I bright Helen's Daughter? 
To vindicate her Wrongs all Greece confpired ; 
For eee Nations fought, and Kings were 
ain ; 
Troy was o*erthrown, and a whole Empire fell. 
My Eyes want force to raiſe a Lover's Arm 
Againſt a Tyrant, that has dar'd to wrong me! 
Cle. Madam, like Helen, truſt your Cauſe toGreece, 
Her. No; I'll avenge my ſelf ; I'll to the Temple: 
IN over-turn the Altar: fab the Prieſt; 


I'll hurl Deſtruction, like a Whirlwind, round me! ger 

They muſt not wed ! they muſt not live! they ſhall not? He 

Let me be gone! I have no Time to lofe! Ha 

Stand off hold me not! I am ail Diſtraction! 'T} 

Oh Pyrrbas, Tyrant, Traitor! Thou ſhalt bleed. 8 
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SCENE IL = 

Hermione, Cleone, Oreſtes. Me 

or. M Adam, tis done : Your Orders are obey d: — 

The Tyrant lies expiring at the Altar. 8 | 

Her. Is Pyrrhus fla W 

. Oreft. Even now he gaſps in Death. . T 

Our Greeks, all undiſtinguiſh*d in the Crowd, W 
Flock'd to the 'Temple, and difpers'd themſelves 

On every fide the Altar : I was there : * 

Pyrrbus obſerv'd me, with a haughty Eye; pr 


And, proud to triumph over Creece in me, 


From 


7 * Dipref Michie. 


From his own Brows he took the Diadem, 

And bound it on the Temples of his Captive. 

Receive, ſaid he, my Crown; receive my Faith; 

Mine and my-People*s Sovereign reign tor ever. 

From this bleſt Hour a Fathe to your Son, 

Ill ſcourge his Foes : Henceforwaid be he ftil'd - 

The Trejan King I fwear it at the Allar; 

And call the Gods to ratify my Vows. 

His Sub ects with loud Acclamations ſhook 

The ſpacious Dome Our Greeks, enraged, cry'd out- 

Revenge Revenge! broke through the thronging Preſs; , 

And ruſh'd tumul:ious on the unguarded Kivg. 

Their eager Fury left no Work for me. 

Pyrrbus a while oppoſed their claſhing Swords, . 

And dealt his fatal Blows on every fide, 

With manly Fiercenels ; till oppreſt by Numbers, 
reaming with Blood, all over gaſh'd with Wourds, 

He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the Altar fell. 

Haſte, Madam: Let us fly / Haſte to our Ships! 


They lie unmoor'd: Our Friends attend us there. 
” Her. What have they done 


Oreft. Madam forgive their Rage, 
I] own'your Vengeance had been more compleat, 
H ad-Pyrrhas fallen by me and had he known, 
Hermien chaſtiſ d kim by my Arm. 

Her. Peace, Monſte r, Peace '-- Go tell thy — Tale 
To Sava-es, nd howl it out in Deiarts. 
Would®ſt thou impute to me thy barbarous Guil:? 
Nic wou!d'it hou make the Arcomplice of thy Crimes? 
Hence to thy Greeks And bea thy foul Exp. oits 
My Soul 2bhors them 1 Gilclaim he eed 
Be gone! I knowthee not thou fell Barbarian ! 
What had he done? What couid provoke thy Madneſs . 
To aſſaſunate ſo great, ſo brave a Mau ? 
Who ſet thee n? 

Odcft. O, grant me Patience, Heaven ! 
With your own Lips did you not cutie the Tyrant, 
Pronounce his Death, and urge me to deſu oy him? 


F z | Hen; 


4 The Dire Mather. 
Her: What if, tranſported. by my boundleſs Pa ſnon, 
I could not bear to ſee him wed another, | 
Were you to obey a jealous Woman's Phrenzy ? 
You ſhould have div'd into my inmoſt Thoughts: 
My Heart tho? full of Rage, was free from Malice: 
And all my Anger was Exceſs of Love. 
Why did you take me at my Word? You faw 
"The Struggles of my Soul; you heard me rave, 
You ſhould have queſtion'd mea Thouſand Times z 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and ſtill queſtion'd on, 
you ventured on a Life fo precious. 
Ore}. Hear me but ſpeak :—Heaven knows againſt 
my Will : 


o 


Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 


A ſecond Time? And, undetermin d till, 

+ Again return, and ſtill find new Delays ? 

What had your raſh, officiousGreeks, direBlood- Hounds, 
To do wich my Revenge? what drew you hither, 
To bring on me the vengeful Woes, that haunt you? 
Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted Love? 

Your fatal Embaſly, your hateful Preſence 

Drove Pyrrbus to my Rival: and deſtroys 

Both him and me.— He might have lov'd me ſtil}, 
Had you ne'er interpol'd.——A vant be gone! 
And leave me in Epirus, I renounce 

My Friends, my try, Greece, and all Mankind: 
But chiefly I renounce Thee / Monſter, Thee 
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| Oreſte s. gi 
M I awake! where am I! Soft my Soul: 
Be not too raſh. Nas that Hermione ? 
Why ſhquid ber Anger thunder againſt me ? 
Was nat this Blood ſhed all by her command — 
Jan indeed a molt outrageous Monſter ! 
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The Diffreft Mother. - 62 

A Ruflian, Murderer, a bale Aſſaflin! 

And all to pleaſe a falſe, ungrateful Woman. 

Henceforward let the Laws of Nations ceaſe ; | 

And let the Pale, that ſevers Right and Wrong, 

Things Sacred and Profane, be broken down : 

Gods in their Temples, Kings upon their Ty 
Are not in Safety, while Oreftes lives. 

Oh, never more ſhall my torn Mind be heal'd, 

Nor tafte the gentle Comforts of «x mn 

A dreadful Band of gloomy Cares ſurround me, 

And lay ſtrong Siege to my diſtracted Soul. 
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FE „Pylades, attended by Greeks, 


P,7. Hk. Prince ; let us be gone: Ti Death 
to ſtay. 

Andromache reigns "Quom; She gives the Alarm, 
And vows Revenge upon the Foes of Pyrrbus. 
The People arm and muſter in the Streets: f 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard h 
The Palace Gates, and to ſecure our Flight. 
We mult be ſpeedy, Sir. 

Dre. You may depart, 

y Friends Hermione and I remain.— 

er Cruelty has quite undone me ! Go, * 
* leave me to my · ſelf ——['ll find her out. 

Py/. Alas, unhappy Princeſs !—She's no more: 
Forget her, Sir, and fave yourſelf with us. 

Oreft. Hermione no more —0 all ye Powers! 

. Py]. Full of Diforder, Wildneſs in ker Looks, 
With Hands expanded. and diſhevelled Hair, 
Breataleis and pale, with Shrieks ſhe ſought the Temple: 
In the mid-way ſhe met the Corps of Pyrrhus : 

She ſtartled at he Sight: Then, ſtiff with Horrnr, 

Gaz'd frightful ! Waken'd from the dire Amaze, 

She raiſ'd her Eyes to Heav'n with ſuch a Look, 


G- The Diſtreſt Mother. 

As ſpoke her Sorrows and reproach'd the Gods : 

Then plung*d a Poniard deep within her Breaſt, 

And fell on Pyrrhus, graiping him in Death. 

Orefts I thank you, Gods, —] never could expect 

To be ſo wretched You have been induſtrious 

To finiſh your Decrees.; to make Oreftes 

A dreadful Inſtance of your Power to puniſh. 

I'm fingled out to bear the Wrath of Heaven. 

PY. You hazard your retreat by theſe Delays. 

T he Guards will ſoon beſet us! Your Complaints 

Are vain, and may be fatal. 

Ore True my Friend: 

And therefore tas I thauked the bounteous Gods. 

My Fate's accompliſh'd I ſhall die content. 

Oh bear me hence / Dow, Winds 
Py z. Let us be gone. 

Oreſt 1 murdered Lovers wait — They 
call / 

Nay, if your Blood ftill reeks, 'u mingle mine. 

One Tomb will hold us all. 

Pz7. Alas l | fear 

His Ravings will return with his Misfortunes. 

Oreſt. I am dizzy Clouds /—Quite loſt in utter 
Darkneſs ! 

Guide me, ſome friendly Pilot, through the Storm. 

J ſhiver ? Oh, I freeze So: .— Light returns; 

Tis the grey 11 Py lade: Behold / 

] am encompaſt with a dea of Blood — 

The crimſun Billows /—— Qh ? My Brain's on Fire? 
Pz/. How is it Sir?——Repole yourſelf on me. 
Oreſt. Pyrrhus, ſtand off! What would thou? 

Haw he glares! 

What envious Hand has caaſed thy Wounds nn 

at cheese. 

It is Hermione that Qtrikes. ces . 

She catches Pyrrbus in her Arms. — Oh, ſave me 

How terrible ſhe looks — Sue knits her Brow x 

She frowns me Dead: She frights me into Madneſs ? 

Where am;1 ?-—— Who are you? 5 
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The Diſtreſt Mother. 64 
Py7. Alas, poor Prince? 


Help to ſupport him.——How he pants for Breath? 
Oreſt. This is moſt kind my Pylades. Oh, Why, 


} Why was I born to give thee endleſs Trouble ? 


Py/. All will go well he ſettles into Reaſon. 

Orefl. Who talks of Reaion? Better to have none, 
Than not enough.---Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
I will not have them touch the King, —Now !--Now ! 
I blaze again ]- See there Look where they come! 
A Shoal of Furies How they ſwarm about me ! 
My Terror ' Hide me !--Oh their ſnaky Locks! 
Hark! How they his /--See! See their flaming Biands/ 
Now they let drive full at mee! How they grin. 
And ſhake their Iron whips! My Ears! What Yelling/ 
And (ee Hermione ! She ſets them on 
Throſt not your Scorpions thus into my Boſom! 
Oh — I am ſtung to Death !—-—Diſjpatch me ſoon ! 
There—Take my Heart, Hermione | Tear it out! . 
Diſjoint me / kill me! —Oh my tortured Soul / 

,/. Kind Heaven reſtore him to his wonted Calm! 
Oft have I feen him rave. But never thus. ; 
Quite ſpent / Aſſiſt me, Friends, to bear him off. 
Our Time is ſhort. Should his ſtrong Rage return, 
"Twonld be beyond our Power to force him hence, 
Away, my Friends / I hear the Portial open. 
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SCENE VI. 


Phrenix, attended by Guards. 


LL, all are fled /——Or/fes is not here! 
Lriumphant Villains /---The baſe, giddy Rabble, 
Whoſe Hands ſhould all have been employ*d with Fire 
To waſte the Fleet, flock'd round the dying Princeſs, 
And, while they Rand agaze, the Greeks embark. _ 
, 


6s De Diftreft Mot her. 
Oh ' tis too plain This Sacriſegious Murder 
Was authoru' d. -- The Am or's Eſcape 
Declares his Guilt -----Mefſt bloody Embaſly / 
Moſt unexampled Deed! Where, where, ye Gods, 
Is Majeſty fecure, if in your Temples 
You give it no ProteQtion '------See ; the Quec n. 


SCENE VI. 


| Phenix, Andromach e, Cephila, with Attendants; 


mb) ye inhuman Grceks! The Time will come 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody Deeds: 
How ſhould the [rejars hope for Mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious Rage on Pyrrbus ; 
- Pyr-bus, the braveſt Man in all your League ;. 
The Man, whoſe ſingle Valour made you triumph. 
Is my Child there ?--------- Y 
Cepb. It is the Corps of Pyrrhus. 
The weeping Soldiers bear him on their Shields. 
Andr. IIl- fated Prince ; Too negligent of Life x 
Aud too unwary of the faithleis Greeks s * 
Cut off in the freſh, ripening Prime of Manhood, 
Even in the Pride of Life ; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Glories in full Bloſſom round thee 1 
The very Trojans would bewail thy Fate. 
C:pb. Alas, then will your Sorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, neverr. never--- While I live, my Tears 
Will never ceaſe ; for I was born to Grieve. 
Give preſent Orders for the funeral Pomps, [To Phcen, 
Let him be robid in ull his Regal State; 
Flace round him every ſhining Mark of Honour ? 
And let the Pile, that conſecrates his Aſhes, 
Riſe like his Fame, and blaze above the Clouds. 
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The Difireft Mather. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Andromache, Cephiſa, with Attendant. 
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Ceph. HAT Sound proclaims the Arrival of the 
Prince: 5 
The Guards conduct him from the Citadel. 
Andr. With open Arms I'll meet ki n ? Oh, Cepbiſas 
A ſpringing Joy, mixt with a ſoft Concern, 
A Pleaſure, which no Language can expreſs, 
An Ecſlaly, that Mo hers only feel, 
Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my Sorrow, 
Like Gleams of Shun-ſhine in a louring Sky. 
Though plung'd in Ills, and exercis'd in Care, 
Vet never let the noble Mind deſpair. 
When preſt by Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timely Succour interpoſe ; 
And, when our Virtue ſinks, o'erwhelm'd with Grief, 
By unforeſeen Expedients bring Relief, 


.. 
% 


E PI- 


N 


Written by Mr. Bugdell of the Inner-Temple. 
Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 
I Hope you'll own. tht with becoming Art, 

Poe play d my Game, and topp'd the Widow"s Part, 
My ſou/e, for Man ! could not live out the Play, 
But dy*d commodiouſiy on Wedding Day: 

While I, his Relidt, made at one bold Fling 
DM -Jelf a Princeſe, and young Sty a King. 
You Ladies, who protett a Lewer's Pain, 
And hear ycur Servants figh whole Years in ain; 
Which of you all wvould not on Marriage venture, 
Alight ſhe ſo Joon upon ber Jointure inter? | 
Idas a firange Scape] had Pyrrhus Ad till neowe 
T had been finely bamperꝰd in my Joao. 
To die by on:'s own Hand, and fly the Charms 
Of Lode and Life in a young Monarchè Arms ! 
were an bard Fate----ere I had undergone it, 
1 might have took one Night----to think upon it. 
Cut why, you'll ſay, was all this Gricf expref 
For a firſt Huſband, laid long fince at res? 
Bl by fo much Coldnrfs to my kind Protector ? 
— Ab Ladies! bad you known the good Man Hector. 
Homer will tel} yow (or I's mis inform'd) 
That, when enrag d, the Grecian Camp he /torm'd, 
To break the ten ſold Barriers of the Gate 
He threw a Stone of ſuch prodigious Weight, 
A. no two Men could lift ; not even of thoſe, 
Who in that Age of thundering Mortal: reſe: 
— --- It «ould bare fprain'd a Doxen modern Braus. 

At length bewr'er I laid my Weeds afide 
And ſunk the I idea in the wwill-dre(i'd Bride, 
br you it tilt remains to grace the Play, 

And blcis with Joy my Corenationu-Daz : 
Tal- then ye Circles of the Brave and Fairy 
The Fatherlils and Widow te your Care, 
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